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COUNTRYCIDE 


WOOD CHICKENS 
Meat Puppets meet the 


Minutemen! 





Heavy Psych Rock 
Trio from Dublin, 
Ireland. 


NG 


(Pssssst...Lost Sounds Reboot) 





FIRE RETARDED - 
SCROGGZ MANOR 


LP/CD 
Featuring Bobby Hussy 


from the Hussy, stoned, 


Seger System FIRE HEADS garage, fuzzed out, 
favorites! (Madison, garage, punk, smackdowns) punk, rock! 


SEGER LIBERATION 
ARMY- LP Tom Potter 
and crew are back 


with an LP’s worth of 





EAVY _ LID 





HUS 
The ey 





THE HUSSY " BEASTEATER ~ HEAVY LIDS _ 


| See Just Fine EP Tom Potter (Dirtbombs, Bantam Rooster, SLA) Bleed Me EP 
The Hussy's first record teams up with Aaron and Traci from Fatal Scum, Sci Fi, Punk 
in 2 years! Figures & Nick Lloyd from the Dirtys! from New Orleans 


Big Neck Records 


39877 Thomas Mill Rd 
Leesburg, VA 20175 

lo) Feaptre (ce CtR eit) 
bigneckrecords@usa.net 














RAZO RCAKE iS a magazine dedicated to DIY punk, independent culture, and amplifying unheard 


voices. As a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization, we’re sustained by subscriptions, donations, advertisements, and grants. 
We want to create something that people can be proud to be a part of. We feel when we work together, life is a little 
more bearable. 
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SPONSOR A SPACE: razorcake.org/sponsor-a-space : 


Sponsor a space and cover the cost of us printing/shipping magazines to be given away for free. A $150 donation will 
sponsor a space to receive 25 copies of every issue for an entire year. This $150 donation is tax-deductible. 
Paypal: payments@razorcake.org or Check / Money Order: Razorcake, PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 


SUBSCRIBE: razorcake.org/subscribe or send in the info below 


Subscription rates for a one year, six-issue subscription: 
U.S. — econo: $17 e U.S. — 1st class, much faster: $23 e Prisoners: $23 e Canada: $25 
Mexico: $33 e Anywhere else: $50 (U.S. funds: checks, cash, or money order) 


Name Email 
Address 
Vy a gs a ae ee es States SF is seme ee Zp 


If you want your subscription to start with an issue other than the next one, please indicate what number. 
Return this info with your payment to: Razorcake, PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 








EXPLORE ROCK'N'ROLL DESTINATIONS 
WITH LOCAL MUSICIANS 


TOKYO with Guitar Wolf, Ge me J ee —— 
the 5.6.7.8's & Fifi of Teengenerate \ amos round GHIGagO with v 
» Nobunny & White Mystery! . 
BPOOMLYN with ae ae ; Go NN 
. POME with Giuda, Anti-You ey = 

Mystery Lights, i Bis deeti an BH 
Baby Shakes & Cane eee 


Daddy Long Legs san Fr anciSco with the Okmoniks 
& Blag Dahlia of the Dwarves 


0SakKa, Japan, with King Brothers 


& Kenji of Time Bomb Records 


4d OAKLAND, C8, with shannon & the Clams 


and Tina of the Trashwomen 









Paris with Mary Bell, Ivan Le Terrible 
of Chrome Reverse, and Jon & the Vons 


More episodes coming soon! www.jetlagrnr.com 





Rip It Out 

I thought there was a gas leak. The ants were intense. They 
aggressively attacked any bit of food dropped, their line often 
traversing the ceiling and a couple walls. Back in 2007, Razorcake 
moved from a two-bedroom apartment into a basement of a house 
four blocks away, a 540-square-foot den of productivity. It smelled 
funky and the white caulking on the edges of the maroon carpet 
concerned me. I called the gas company. The representative and I 
looked at the plugged gas line to where a tiny stove used to be. “Yeah, 
I smell it too.” He shook his head. To be thorough, he swept a wand 
through the basement and shrugged, “but it’s not natural gas.” 

My Dad helped me pull out the carpet and roll it into soggy 
burrito shapes. The carpet was far heavier than it should have been, 
like it was water-logged. The ants were not happy. 

In the newly exposed space underneath the carpet padding and 
the concrete were veins of living ants, It was mostly disgusting, but 
a little fascinating. Less than an inch away from day-to-day humans 
was this complex, latticed, mostly-hidden ant society. The biggest 
clots of them were where humans hadn’t been walking. I admired 
their adaptability but I wanted the ones in the basement dead. 

Once the carpets were flomped outside, I had a couple of slow 
realizations. The carpets weren’t wet with water; they were super 
saturated with crushed ants. Probably more than a decade of them. 
The gas-like smell was decomposing ant bodies. 

The next day, when we further prepped the floor, I was expecting 
a light dusting of ant stragglers, but the floor was filled with them, 
milling around. They seemed more confused than pissed, but there 
were far too many of them. Then we found it in the hallway. It was in 
the break in the foundation between two concrete slabs, under a piece 
of newly exposed plywood, about six inches wide and a couple feet 
long. It looked like several shimmering black bricks. 


Razorcake Cover illustration+layout by Kiyoshi 
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It took a couple seconds to register. “That’s the nest.” 

I remember the shock of realizing a creature—that was usually so 
small it seemed insignificant—was newly powerful when made up of 
thousands of parts. It felt like they were regarding me. It was unsettling, 
like the balance of power between human and ant had shifted. They 
coated our hands and arms as we removed the nest, biting our gloves 
and long-sleeved shirts. 

It took a couple days for the ants to dissipate along with the smell 
after we removed the nest. 

The basement has been largely ant-free for a decade. I sometimes 
think “What if Razorcake just moved right in on top of the carpet, if 
we’d ignored an obvious problem—literally kept the ants under the 
rug—and pretended they didn’t exist?” 

And then I can’t help but think of what’s happening in America 
right now: massive changes, confrontations, and upheaval. Equality 
is long overdue. 

There are incredible, newly exposed opportunities to confront 
the often intentionally obscured root causes of human suffering. 
Abusive policies, practices, and people stand in the way of the 
inclusive, expansive promises of America. Let’s go back to the clear 
and strident spirit of the Declaration of Independence which reminds 
us humans “are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, 
than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are 
accustomed.” Why accept any “normal” that’s the grim sexist, racist, 
classist reality the vast majority of us still face? Why not reclaim our 
“certain unalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness”? 

Now’s a great time to rip out centuries of inequality, starting in our 
homes, our hometowns, our home countries. 


—Todd Taylor 


THANK YOU: The Blaha brothers—we could not find a single photo with 
them both playing live, rocking out, in portrait orientation—thanks to Adam 
Bubolz for his rad photo and Kiyoshi Nakazawa for his illustration and cover 
layout; Still, fuck Reagan for ending funding for community health centers 
thanks to Bone Dust for Donna's ilfo.; You want a Screamers/Plan 9 from 
Outer Space connection? Read on thanks to Marcos Siref for Jim's illo.; 
Come to think of it, I've read anything about Jesus's actual carpentering skills 
thanks to Alex Barrett for Nerh’s illo.; Subterranean geodesic playground 
dome of human remains thanks to Simon Sotelo for Jennifer's illo.; Chicken 
feathers and flopping ears thanks to Shane Milner for the Chicken’s illo.; 
“Oh, | didn't get your call. My phone died,” thanks to Steve Thuesen for 
Dale's illo.; Therapy trying to bring joy to something that has so much pain 
thanks to Candace Hansen, Lauren Denitzio, Liz Cabrera, Amber Williams, 
and Brian Smith for the Fatty Cakes And The Puff Pastries.interview, layout, 
and photos; Dave Dictor has a Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle tattoo on his 
arm (see page 48) thanks to David Ensminger and Jessee Zeroxed for the 
MDC interview, photos, and layout; The sound woman for Shellac saved 
a most-certain injury from a guitar launched in frustration thanks to John 


a Ensley, Canderson, Mark Niebuhr, and Dylan Davis for The Blind Shake 


interview, photos, and layout; From a youngster in the U.K. discovering coal 
miners aren't wearing eyeliner to pulling a samurai sword on Green Day 
thanks to Tim Brooks, Kip Xool, In a Good Light, and Eric Baskauskas for the 
Dean Beddis interview, photos, and layout. 


“I guess | could call him out for having a song on this record called “Soap 
Opera” that sounds like The Young and the Restless theme music. But 
then that begs the question of why | am so lame that | recognize it?” 
—Sean Koepenick, Darius Koski, What Was Once Is By and Gone CD. 
Thanks to 102's rotation of zines, books, and music reviewers: Vince, 
Theresa W., Steve Adamyk, Chris Terry, Camylle Reynolds, Nerb, Sean 
Koepenick, Ryan Nichols, Jimmy Alvarado, Kurt Morris, Tim Brooks, 
Rich Cocksedge, Indiana Laub, Sean Arenas, Art Ettinger, Mike Frame, 
Matt Werts, Keith Rosson, Paul J. Comeau, Ty Stranglehold, Sal Lucci, 
Mark Twistworthy, Chad Williams, Cynthia Pinedo, Juan Espinosa, 
Billups Allen, Jon Mule, Kayla Greet, Lyle, Anna Farr, Garrett Barnwell, 
lan Wise, Michael T. Fournier, Jim Woster, Adrian Salas, Matt Average, 
Tricia Ramos, and Jim Joyce. 


DIY punk can't be fully captured, understood, or expressed by men. If 
you're a woman, womyn, girl, grrrl, transgender/agender/non-binary/ 
genderqueer writer who's knowledgeable about punk, punctual, and open 
to editorial processes, drop us a line about doing reviews, interviews, 


§. articles, or webcolumns for Razorcake. Diversity will only make us a 
t better punk publication. Please help us out. (razorcake.org/contact) 
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out now 
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Unwelcome Guests Dark/Light Needles//Pins The Chinchees Piss Test 
Anything You Want Kill Some Time Good Night, Tomorrow The Chinchees UI 
LP/tape/digital LP/digital LP/digital LP/digital LP/digital 


out soon 


Also in 2018: 
Ali 
yt an a Maniac - Dead Dance Club 
ipo The Pretty Flowers - Why Trains Crash 
BM Colma 
ee Dark/Light 7” 


Distributed by Recess Ops 
Mailorder by Green Noise Records 





Chiller Pandemix Marriage Material : pee 
Chiller Rank & File Making the Worry Worth It for more info visit 
LFicigital eh ae www.dirtcultrecords.com 
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FAVORITES //REVIEWS 


76 Top5s /ron Chic, You Can't Stay Here LP 

78 Record / would argue (and win) that Jeffrey Lee Pierce's solo LP 
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I had written 
nearly all of the 
famous living 
serial killers 
prior... 


“People Like to Sing the Die Song” 


Everyone knows three things about me: I 
love the Ramones, I’m scared of sloths, and 
I’m really into serial killers. 

I’m not going to marry one in jail 
(although that time I drew myself sitting 
on Ed Kemper’s shoulder raised serious 
eyebrows, and I’m sorry). I’m obsessed 
with how there are terrifying monster people 
living among us. I enjoy the dramatic story of 
it all. I grew up on Unsolved Mysteries and 
A Current Affair; murderers were primetime. 
As someone who can no longer eat prepared 
meat and had a meltdown after I accidently 
stepped on a snail, the idea that someone 
can just murder people, deliberately, over 
and over, is fascinating. Honestly, I was also 


studying my enemy. Swap my yearbook_ 


photo for any of the victims and no one 
would know the difference. 

A few years ago, the hours I spent 
on Murderpedia.org any given night was 
potentially worrying. But after 2012, I gave 
the serial killer research a long rest. Because 
Herbert Mullin wrote me a letter. 

Not the most prominent name in the 
serial killer universe, Mullin made headlines 
after killing thirteen people in California 
in the 1970s. He’s a big reason why Santa 
Cruz’s nickname is “Murdersville, USA.” I 
was reading up on Ed Kemper (one hell of a 
case and person) when I discovered so many 
serial killers were hunting in the same area, 
at the same time, and it caused detectives 
to live in confusion and fear for years. One 
of these killers was a young, broken man 
named Herbert Mullin. As fate would have 
it, that same month I found a book about him, 
The Die Song: A Journey into the Mind of a 
Mass Murderer, on sale for a couple quarters. 
That’s when everything started to shift. 

Mullin was in high school when a 
stressor caused him to change. His best 
friend (possibly boyfriend—he spoke of 
being bisexual later) died in a car crash. His 
first signs of paranoid schizophrenia came 
shortly afterwards. He built a shrine to his 
friend, did a lot of acid and speed, started 
to mimic his brother-in-law, and became 
convinced that since his birthday was 
the same date as the 1906 San Francisco 
earthquake and the date Einstein died in 
1955, he was some kind of earthquake 
guardian/voice of a generation. He also 
started to hear voices—primarily his dad— 
telling him he needed to kill people and 
sacrifice them to save millions of others 
from a coming catastrophic earthquake. 


Mullin went between community mental 
health facilitiés and living with his parents. 
When given medication he would do well, but 
would stop taking them if not supervised. The 
number thirteen became his fixation. Mullin 
killed his first victim October 13, 1973 and 
his final, thirteenth victim on February 13, 
1974. The people and murders varied from 
being shot, stabbed, or beaten and included 
men, women, the elderly, and children. There 
was no pattern. Some of the cases involved 
“overkill”—even after someone was fatally 
wounded, Mullin would cut or stab them 
excessively. He had to make absolutely sure 
they were dead. If he didn’t, millions would 
die in an earthquake he sincerely believed he 
could prevent. 

The Die Song was written by Donald T. 
Lunde, a psychiatrist working for the defense 
on Mullin’s case. Not your usual sensational 
true crime book, it focused primarily on all 
the mental health problems Mullin had, and 
how many times the murders could have been 
prevented by adequate healthcare. Published 
in 1980, the book concluded with the argument 
that the blood of the victims is on Mullin’s 
hands, as well as the hands of lawmakers who 
continually reduce proper medical services to 
those suffering from mental health disorders. 
Lunde was specifically upset with Ronald 
Reagan, governor of California from 1967 
to 1975, who was responsible for defunding 
a facility Mullin didn’t want to leave and 
releasing him. 

A year after the book was released, 
Reagan became president for two terms. 
Then it wasn’t just California, it was the 
entire country. Reagan ended funding for 
community mental health centers during 
his first term, just like he had done in 
California, creating a massive deficit in 
available healthcare. Lunde used the Mullin 
case to try and advocate for better access 
to mental healthcare, but inadvertently 
furthered the stigma that schizophrenic 
people are murderers. 

' It was a difficult read. I couldn’t stop 
thinking about how the right help could have 
prevented it all. Mullin didn’t think he was 
a monster; he thought he was a superhero. 
I didn’t see him as all that much different 
than someone in the military who kills an 
“enemy” in an effort they believe saves and 
preserves the lives of many more. Mullin had 
several conspiracy theories he insisted were 
the truth. He was sure earthquakes stopped 
during times of war because of the number 


of people sacrificed was so high. He was 
terrified an earthquake was coming because 
the Vietnam War was ending. He never 
stopped insisting he was trying to save us all. 
People called him “evil” and I instinctually 
wanted to defend him. It didn’t look great 
since people still thought I would try and jail- 
marry Ed Kemper. 

There wasn’t much about Mullin I could 
find after reading The Die Song but I needed 
more. Cited references from The Die Song 
led me to a book from 1997 titled Lustmord: 
The Writings and Artifacts of Murderers. 
It was a collection of essays, poems, and 
drawings by serial killers. The only place 
I could find it was the Los Angeles Public 
Library and I fought traffic and parking to 
get to this book. I needed it because Mullin 
had written the foreword. 

In 1997 Mullin had been in jail for 
eighteen years. He writes about colonization, 
genocide, war, and how violent society is in 
the book’s foreword, using current murder 
statistics. He reminds the reader that Jesus 
was sacrificed and because of that violence, 
we are supposedly saved, forever. He also 
talks about himself, and how he wants to be 
normal. He likes nature, likes to write poetry. 
It ends, “With all these legal psychological 
problems, I am having a hard time finding a 
young woman who is like me physically and 
mentally, spiritually, and socially—I really 
need a woman, a wife—I hope someone who 
reads this will find me worthwhile enough 
to sponsor in my search for a wife, and then 
children!!” I knew he would never get that. 
My heart broke. 

So, I did what everyone expressly told 
me never to do: I wrote a serial killer a 
letter and used my actual home as the return 
address. It was a simple note. I asked how he 
was doing, and how he passed his days. I said 
I wanted to be his pen pal because “everyone 
could use a nice letter every now and 
then.” I drew some cute doodles around the 
margins. I enclosed stamps and extra paper 
he might need. I used the inmate locator on 
the California Department of Corrections 
website to find his facility address and CDC 
number and mailed it. I had written nearly 
all of the famous living serial killers prior, 
just hoping for a letter or postcard to keep 
as memorabilia, and no one ever replied. 
This wasn’t all that different; part of me just 
wanted that keepsake. 

Herbert Mullin wrote me back. It took 
months but there it was. A letter addressed 





...no one ever replied. 
Herbert Mullin wrote me back. 


to me, handwritten by a schizophrenic serial 
killer. He kept the stamps and paper I sent, 
and wrote me using the back of the letter I 
had sent him. He told me how much he loves 
birds and poetry and going outside. He gave 
me book recommendations. He said his 
favorite was classical music, talked about 
his favorite music pieces, and punctuated it 
with a “can you believe it?!” He enclosed 
two wallet-sized recent photos of himself. 
He was in his prison jumpsuit, in front of 
a cheesy photo backdrop. He was smiling, 
but looking off camera in an awkward way. 
His hair was black and grey, and went down 
past his waist. He had signed it, “Peace & 
Friendship, Herb Mullin.” My stomach hurt 
and I wanted to cry. 

I felt like the world’s biggest asshole, 
in a world full of assholes. I felt like the 
real monster. I was sure I had led him on 
with my letter, that I had disrespected the 
victims by writing, that I was encouraging 
the glorification of death and was culpable 
for all the violence the world over. I reread 
what I had written (since it was on the back) 
and successfully convinced myself of what 
a terrible and selfish person I was, despite 


me not saying much of anything. I only told 
maybe three friends about the letter and how 
horrible it made me feel—not just because I 
had to confront the fact that I wrote a sad, 
desperate serial killer a letter to get one in 
return, but everyone had failed this man and 
now I was about to as well. I always knew 
I wasn’t going to correspond more. I wasn’t 
going to be his friend. When I moved a year 
later, I threw away the letter and the photos. I 
couldn’t bear to have them exist. 

I stopped with all the serial killer stuff for 
years afterwards. 

Since then, I have discovered that Mullin 
probably writes back every single person 
who writes him and likes to enclose his 
photo. He always signs off the same way. 
Judging by the coherency of his writing 
over the decades, I think he is getting much 
better treatment for his schizophrenia these 
days. I don’t feel awful anymore. I felt 
terrible because I was being confronted by 
the existence of someone who ended thirteen 
lives and would, in turn, die in prison. Sure, 
I wanted the novelty of the letter from Ed 
Kemper, but I never had any sympathy for 
him. I did have some sympathy for Herbert 


BONE DUST 


Mullin, and I really did just want to write him 
a nice letter. 

A character in a crime drama I was 
watching recently mentioned Mullin’s name 
and I felt an emotional pang. I hope Mullin 
is doing okay. I hope he’s healthier and 
understands all the reasons why he is, and 
isn’t, responsible for killing thirteen people. 
He’s up for parole in a couple years, but he 
won’t get it. He’s seventy now and will die 
in jail. The mentally ill are still left without 
proper healthcare, in part because there is 
still that stigma that they’re another Mullin. 
Looking back, I wish I still had the letter he 
had written me, even though it felt like the 
weight of everything wrong in the world, and 
everything wrong in me. 

I still stay up on serial killers these days 
(there’s no end to podcasts about murder) but 
I’m not writing one again. I bet if anyone 
reading this wrote Herbert Mullin a kind 
letter, though, he would take the time to 
respond to you. His book recommendations 
were really good. 


—Donna Ramone & 
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She appeared 

in the movie 
Population 1 with 
Tomato du Plenty. 


My Date with Vampira: 


B-Movies and Beyond 


A few years before his mental health 
took a dark turn, my cousin Mark wrote, 
directed, and produced a documentary 
called Flying Saucers Over Hollywood: The 
Plan 9 Companion. 

The documentary, released in 1992, is 
dedicated to Ed Wood’s 1959 cult classic 
Plan 9 from Outer Space. Given it regularly 
appears on “Worst Movie Ever Made” lists 
alongside such cinematic gems as Attack of 
the Killer Tomatoes and The Room, it’s a 
strange subject for a documentary. 

Plan 9 from Outer Space is a sci-fi 
thriller that is also somehow a supernatural 
monster movie. The plot goes something 
like this: aliens have decided to intervene 
in humankind’s obsession with doomsday 
weapons. The visitors from outer space 


Tor Johnson was a Swedish wrestler 
who appeared in a number of Ed Wood’s 
movies. The name may not be familiar to 
you, but you’ve probably seen Tor’s likeness 
on a Halloween mask hundreds of times. His 
bald head, craggy features, and four-hundred 
pound physique was perfect for playing a 
monster, a mutant, or a cop who has come 
back from the dead, as was the case in Plan 
9. On three different occasions he played 
a character named “Lobo.” To be fair, he 
looked liked a Lobo. He was a henchman in 
a Bugs Bunny cartoon brought to life. 

Vampira also had a fascinating path to 
Hollywood. Maila Nurmi was a Finnish- 
American actress who worked as a pin-up 
model and burlesque dancer before she got 
her first big break in a gothic horror movie 


and turning her into a rebellious monster,” 
writes W. Scott Poole in his book Vampira: 
Dark Goddess of Horror. 

Nurmi brought camp and sex appeal 
to late night television—a format that was 
imitated across the country and would 
eventually become a part of the horror 
movie experience. She was profiled in Life 
Magazine and did a turn on Red Skelton’s 
show alongside Bela Lugosi. 

But after her second season, The Vampira 
Show was abruptly cancelled. Vampira was 
uncompromising on and off the screen and 
her friendship with James Dean became 
fodder for Hollywood gossip magazines. 
After his untimely death, she was referred to 
as the “Black Madonna” who cast dark magic 
on Dean that led to his demise. The truth was 


The woman who would inspire pop culture 
icons Morticia, Maleficent, and Elvira and 
was more bransgressive than all of them 
put together retreated into the shadows. 


have come up with a plan to resurrect the 
newly dead with a space ray. These ghouls 
will create so much havoc here on earth it 
will divert humanity from its path of self- 
destruction. It’s a convoluted plot that makes 
you wonder what Plans 1-8 were like. 

The story creaks along and much of the 
early action takes place in a graveyard. The 
title comes from the breathless radio reports 
of flying saucer sightings in Los Angeles and 
Washington D.C. During these scenes, you 
can see the strings that suspend the tricked-out 
pie plates, which was comical, even in 1959. 

The real stars of the show are the newly 
dead who emerge from the grave looking 
fabulously monstrous. These ghouls were 
played by two of the most recognizable 
actors in the horror business of the ‘40s and 
‘30s: Tor Johnson and a woman so famous 
she only needed one name... Vampira. 


called Dreadful Hollow adapted by William 
Faulkner. Yes, that William Faulkner. 

Unfortunately, the film fell apart and 
Nurmi had to wait several more years for her 
next opportunity. Nurmi came in first place 
in a costume contest and was approached 
by a producer who thought she’d be the 
perfect host for a spooky movie showcase. 
The films were all B-movies that needed 
something extra to make them interesting 
and Nurmi delivered. 

Vampira was like nothing else on television 
with her astonishing 36-17-36 measurements, 
corpse-white pancake make-up, plunging 
neckline, and arched eyebrows.. 

The wasp-waisted siren opened each 
episode of The Vampira Show with a scream 
that mixed terror with pleasure. Her delivery 
was a new kind of gothic camp, “completely 
subverting the image of the 50s housewife 


far more banal: Vampira was too wild, too 
weird, and too sexy for her time. 

After her appearance a few years later 
in Plan 9 from Outer Space, in which she 
has no speaking roles, she faded away from 
the screen. The woman who would inspire 
pop culture icons Morticia, Maleficent, 
and Elvira—and was more transgressive 
than all of them put together—retreated 
into the shadows. 


* 


I moved to North Hollywood in 1992. 
My cousin Mark lived on one end of North 
Hollywood Park and a former shipmate lived 
on the other. They were the only people I 
knew in L.A. 

I didn’t have a car and had no money. 
Almost every day I walked to work at a 
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coffee shop on Lankershim Boulevard called 
Eagles Coffee Pub, which also became the 
focus of my social life. The exception to this 
was the time I spent with Mark. 

He’d followed up Neon Maniacs with 
Pumpkinhead, which was the directorial 
debut of special effects wizard and monster 
maestro Stan Winston. Mark was no longer 
an outsider. He was a working Hollywood 
screenwriter who rubbed shoulders with 
writers and producers. He’d made it. 

I’d go over to his house every so often 
to watch movies and talk about what made 
them great. Mark was the first person I knew 
to own a Blu-ray disc player. He screened 
Stanley Kubrick’s Paths of Glory, Charles 
Barton’s Abbot & Costello Meet Frankenstein 
and Quentin Tarantino’s Reservoir Dogs—all 
movies that would become tremendously 
important to me because of the intense 
conversations we had about them afterward. 
Some of my early short stories and the first 
novel I ever attempted were in many ways 
responses to these film sessions. 

One Saturday, Mark took me to the 
Ackermansion in Los Feliz, the home of Forry 
Ackerman, who had served as the literary 
agent for Isaac Asimov, Ray Bradbury, and 
L. Ron Hubbard, and was the principal writer 
and editor of Famous Monsters of Filmland. 

Ackerman had filled his home with 
literally thousands of items of science 
fiction and monster movie memorabilia, 
and gave tours on weekends. Ackerman 
created the character Vampirella, a 
sexualized vampire superhero from the 
planet Drakulon, and her image was 
scattered throughout the mansion. 

Although his chief interests were science 
fiction and fantasy, he had a wide range of 
detective stories in his library. I’ve never 
seen a more impressive collection of pulp 
fiction before or since. 

During this time, Mark was preparing for 
the release of Flying Saucers over Hollywood, 
in which Forry Ackerman appears. I had the 
honor of attending the Hollywood premiere 
with my cousin and his wife Theresa. On the 
way to the theater, we picked up a special 
guest, an actress from Plan 9, none other than 
Maila Nurmi herself, Vampira in the flesh. 

It turns out she also lived in North 
Hollywood. She was seventy years old and 
stout. Her demeanor was severe and she 
didn’t say much. I’d been led to believe that 


The wasp-waisted siren 
opened each episode of 
The Vampira Show with a 
scream Ghat mixed terror 


with pleasure. 


she didn’t get out very often, but she still had 
those amazing eyebrows. 

I didn’t know all of the things I know 
about her now. I didn’t know she hung 
out with the Misfits on Melrose in the 
‘80s or that she appeared in the movie 
Population 1 with Tomato du Plenty of 
the Screamers—all the bits of ephemera 
spilling down the screen in Wikipedia and 
IMDB entries that titillate the imagination 
but don’t bring you any closer to 
understanding the person. 


* 


Plan 9 was an independent film without 
any studio backing, produced onamicroscopic 
budget. Its release was bedeviled by a number 
of changes and when it finally appeared, it 
was almost immediately forgotten by all but 
the most hardcore horror and sci-fi fanatics 
like my cousin Mark. 

In 1980, The Golden Turkey Awards, a 
book about bad movies by Michael and Harry 
Medved, named Plan 9 from Outer Space 
the worst movie ever made. That turned the 
posters and lobby cards into collectibles and 
renewed interest in the film at a time when 
videotapes and VCRs made it easier than 
ever to watch forgotten films. 

I didn’t know much about Plan 9 when 
Mark’s documentary was released, but 
after repeated viewings I was won over by 
the film’s earnest charm despite its many 
flaws. Because Wood had such a small 
budget to work with, he filmed much of 
the movie on sound stages in Hollywood, 
many of which were still in operation when 
Mark made his documentary. 

Most Hollywood dreams are intangible 
and absurd. Mark recreated Ed Wood’s 
dream, made it tangible and real. Here is the 
set. These are the people. The rest is magic. 

I showed the documentary to anyone 
who would watch it with me. I recall a 
friend’s amused observation that Mark 
treated Plan 9 with the reverence of a film 
scholar researching Gone with the Wind. 
The insinuation was Plan 9 didn’t quite 
hold up to the scrutiny, so why go to all 
that trouble? 

My admiration for my cousin and his 
work, whether it’s a supernatural slasher flick 
or a documentary about a B-movie, derives 
from his determination despite the fact that 


most people didn’t find the things he was 
passionate about worth the trouble. He had a 
vision and he held true to it, even if it meant 
writing and making movies for himself. 

This was his gift to me. 


* 


Two years after Flying Saucers 
over Hollywood came out, Tim Burton 
released Ed Wood, his biopic of the quirky 
filmmaker. The movie was a commercial 
failure but a critical darling that won two 
Academy Awards. A biography by Rudolph 
Grey, Ed Wood: Nightmare of Ecstasy, was 
released in tandem with the film. Suddenly 
Ed Wood, who was played by Johnny Depp, 
was everywhere. 

I enjoyed the film but it all felt very 
familiar. Thanks to Mark’s Plan 9 Companion, 
I already knew the stories behind the story 
that make it compelling cinema. 

After the movie was over I sat in the 
theater watching the credits roll to see if my 
cousin or his documentary were mentioned. 

They weren’t. 

While critics championed the quirky 
filmmaker who championed the quirky 
filmmaker, renewing interest in Wood’s life 
and work, I thought of Mark. He, at the very 
least, shared Burton’s vision and, unlike Tim 
Burton and Ed Wood and Vampira, seems 
fated to be forgotten. 


* 


I often wonder how Mark felt the 
night of the premiere of Flying Saucers 
over Hollywood. Was he happy? He was 
certainly nervous, perhaps even anxious. I 
wish I could go back to that night, if only 
to fix it in my memory as the triumph that 
it was. 

My cousin’s name in lights on the 
theater marquee. 

Me in the back seat with a Hollywood icon. 

People waiting in line to catch a glimpse 
of a star, any star. 

If I could go back, I wouldn’t ask Vampira 
for an autograph or a photo. 

I’d ask her to teach me how to scream. 


& 
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“Sometimes comedy allows us to deal 
with stuff that we aren’t quite ready to 
deal with. And depression is something 
that people still don’t like to talk about 
it. Luckily, Chris is a hilarious 
storyteller and is willing to talk about 
all of it, to what can only be referred to 
as an ill-advised degree.” 

— Judd Apatow 


“People have expressed to me that 
making comedy about depression is 
insensitive. | vehemently disagree. We 
need to start laughing about this stuff, 
so maybe we can finally be comfortable 
talking about it afterwards. | just try to 
make sure my jokes come from an 
honest place, and unfortunately for me 
being honest means copping to the fact 
that | once crashed a car on purpose.” 
— Chris Gethard 
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FIND SOME COMFORT IN 
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HE’S DELICIOUS, SUPER 
NEATO! 
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BURRITO! 
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IAM A 
SUCCESSFUL 
AND INNOVATIVE 
CARPENTER. 


THE SHELF, THE LIST, AND OTHER THINGS 


For the last quarter century, I’ve stored the 
brunt of my album collection on a massive 
wooden shelf, eight feet long, taller than I 
am, and made from planks of nasty grey 
timber about two inches thick. This shelf was 
constructed for me by my old roommate/ 
bandmate Paul #1, to fit the living room of 
the apartment we shared. When I bought my 
house, I disassembled the shelf to transport 
it, and wound up stripping a lot of the screws 
in the reassembly process—they’re not all 
the way in, but they won’t come out. I added 
screws, and nails, and some kind of expanding 
crack sealer with the Pink Panther® on the 
can to try and shore up the project, but, 
reassembled, it still had a pronounced lean to 
one side. When I re-carpeted the Rock Room 
a while back, I had to violently mash the too- 


long shelf out of the too-narrow doorway, _ 


twisting and bending and forcing it into the 
too-narrow hallway, compounding the shelf’s 
structural woes. By the time the shelf had 
been battered, bent, and cajoled back into 
place, its leftward tilt was significantly more 
pronounced, and appeared to be somewhat 
dangerous, even after buttressing it with four 
cinder blocks and a million books. Try as I 
might, I could not do away with the 
frightening leftward slant of my monstrous 
record shelf, until it occurred to me that if I 
just spun the shelf the other way, the leftward 
slant would become a rightward slant, and 
butt right against the wall, keeping it straight. 
Genius! Why this Archimedes-like moment 
of inspiration didn’t hit back when the shelf 
was EMPTY I couldn’t tell ya, but better late 
than never, one supposes. Thus, in order to 
spin the hulking brute of a shelf around and 
thereby mitigate the Leaning Tower of Pisa 
effect, I needed to remove the albums, as I 
can barely move the shelf empty. At this 
point, full disclosure: My records are not 
alphabetized. They are not organized in any 
way, shape, or form, other than by the will of 
nature. I’ve said it before, and I'll say it 
again: J don t believe in alphabetization. It’s 
handy, no doubt, but it is not Order. 
Alphabetization is an artificial order 
externally applied to a system when no REAL 
order presents itself, or the organizer is a 
hapless dullard. Organizing albums 
alphabetically is unnatural, and aesthetically 
putrid. Up to age fourteen or so, I organized 
my records roughly in the order in which I 
purchased them. That was a good order. Then 
I thought I would be all mature, and 
alphabetize them. That brought immediate 
problems, where my “uncool” records were 
all mixed in with my “cool” records. Like, 


why were the Boys between the Beatles and 
the Brady Bunch? It all seemed very yucky. 
When I moved out, the records got all 
jumbled up, a state in which they’ ve remained 
to this day. Granted, I have THOUGHT about 
alphabetizing my albums, for the sake of 
convenience, but entertaining such thoughts 
makes me indignant, and kinda queasy. Yet, 
one cannot decry the merits of imposing 
Order on a chaotic system such as my album 
collection. And, since I’m going to have the 
shelf cleared off anyway, if I was to apply 
some manner of organizational discipline to 
my albums, now would be the time to do it. 
Hmm. During the relentless course of the 
shelf’s 180°, it became clear that the necessary 
half-rotation could not occur whilst a large 
box of old stage costumes impeded its path 
on the Rock Room floor. Figuring that public 
demand for a spindly-legged geek in a two- 
decade old Wolverine or green M&M 
Halloween costume likely peaked two 
decades ago, it seemed a reasonable idea to 
get the box off the floor and onto an out-of- 
the-way closet shelf. During the struggling 
and groaning processes so often involved in 
relocations of this nature, a small address 
book—lost for apparent centuries in the 
deepest recesses of the closet—was dislodged, 
tumbling to the floor. My ‘90s address book 
had a purple leopard head in a field of 
rainbow leopard spots; this book was tan 
plaid, with Herc, Gaunt, and Nashville Pussy 
stickers. MYSTERY! Curious, I thumbed 
through the book, hoping for the sake of idle 
curiosity I could nail down the owner. Turns 
out I’d nailed the owner plenty; it belonged 
to an ex-girlfriend whose stuff I’d briefly 
stored (and if you liked that one, wait ‘til I 
tell you about the time I shot an elephant in 
my pajamas). I idly flipped the pages. 
Sometimes it’s vaguely interesting to look 
through old address books, and see people’s 
old landline numbers, and street addresses 
where you’d forgotten they’d lived, and 
things of this nature. Nothing of real interest 
presented itself, until I got to a mysterious 
list in one of the bonus pages way in the back, 
On Beyond Zebra. The list consisted, in its 
entirety, of a column of names on the left- 
hand side of the page, and a column of 
slowly-increasing two-digit numbers on the 
right. There was no other information 
present—just a page full of seemingly 
random names and numbers. Curiously, I 
found my name on the list—and, after further 
inspection, found another name or two with 
which I was familiar. Why would my name 
be on this list with a bunch of other random 


guys, and her old boyfriend, and her other old 
boyfriend, and... oh. Oh my. I had not just 
stumbled across a list, I had stumbled across 
the list. THE list. (pause; wiggle eyebrows 
knowingly) THE list. My grunting relocation 
of a box of sweaty, gross Wolverine costumes 
had brought me to the fabled ledger of all the 
guys with whom my ex had ever done the 
deed, with the column of numbers on the 
right indicating her age at the time each 
gentleman was admitted to her, uh, list (and, 
given some of these numbers, I’m a little 
surprised Roy Moore’s name didn’t come 
up). Boy, would that page have made a good 
CD graphic fifteen years ago (I’m kidding, of 
course. My personal code of ethics would 
not, in good faith, allow me to disseminate an 
image of said list for public consumption. 
However, I’m certainly not above wishing 
Danny, Jeremiah, Nate, Pat, Steve, Buddy, 
John, Henry, John, Paul, Jason, Bill, Jay, 
Tom, Max, Bill, Drew, Bill, Vinny, and Craig 
all my best. Thank you, come again!). Now, I 
will admit: Confronted with a discovery of 
this nature, it was hard to keep my thoughts 
from circling back fruitlessly to one single, 
all-consuming idea—a thought that 
threatened to swallow me whole in a vortex 
of its own dread ineluctability. A maddening, 
damning, inescapable bear trap of a thought: 
Namely, how could this not have been the 
plot to an episode of Seinfeld? The human 
spirit is blessed with a copious dollop of 
resiliency, however, and I was eventually 
able to disentangle my thoughts and get back 
on task. Clearly, however, the dropping of the 
long-forgotten address book containing The 
List was a sign from above (possibly below) 
that ALPHABETIZATION is BULLSHIT. I 
mean, you dont alphabetize The List, right? 
You don’t put your sex partners in alphabetical 
order, then you’d have Bill, Bill, Bill, Buddy, 
Craig, and that’s just nowhere! You would 
never keep this list straight if you alphabetized 
it. Never in a million years. Plus it’s hard to 
fit them all on the same shelf, they keep 
wiggling (you might have to burn the shelf 
afterwards, too) (maybe not even afterwards, 
just light it and run). Nor would you organize 
The List by the age of the listee— you 
wouldn’t organize them by birth date, and I 
doubt you’d organize them by their age at the 
time of their en-List-ment (unless you’re Roy 
Moore)}—you wouldn’t organize them by 
height or by weight or by any of a million 
other potential identifiers, you’d organize 
them by how old YOU were at the time of 
the, uh, blessed event. In other words, 
chronologically, based on your subjective 
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ALEX BARRETT 


At this point, full disclosure: 
My records are not alphabetized. They 
are not organized in any way, shape, or 
form, other than by the will of nature. 


experience. Objectivity is a myth! Subjectivity 
is where its at! Man is the master of all 
things! Inject your own bad self into all 
possible frames of reference! Unless you're 
Roy Moore, then that's just rude and gross! I 
don't care HOW convenient it is, the COWS 
do NOT go next to the COWSILLS! If I was 
on the fence before, I am now steadfast in my 
unwavering cause: The only way I will EVER 
organize these records is chronologically, in 
the order in which I have me myself personally 
experienced them (even this stalwart stance 
requires finer granularity: For instance, 
would it be better to arrange the records in a 
static, unchanging order of when [first played 
them, or a fluid, mutable order of when I 
played them last? [for your safety, a 
constantly changing order in which the last 
album you played goes to the front of the 
stack and everyone else slides down one 


position is not recommended for sex 
partners]). With a final and mighty heave, the 
shelf lurched into place, its left-leaning 
tendencies now mutated into a much more 
socially convenient rightward list. As 
surmised, the right-leaning side presses 
against the wall, and has no choice but to 
stand reasonably erect. As a result, the empty 
shelf looks quite straight, almost as if I know 
how to use a screwdriver. I AM A 
SUCCESSFUL AND INNOVATIVE 
CARPENTER. It is now six in the morning. 
Long trails of albums, on edge, run through 
almost every inch of available flooring in my 
bedroom, hallway, and living room. If these 
were dominoes, I could have a spectacularly 
viral video right now. So what do I do? Do I, 
at 6:00 AM, begin the laborious process of 
attempting to put all four zillion albums back 
in the order in which I acquired or played 


them? The Little White Duck at the bottom 
right and Living In The World by Professor 
Anonymous at the top left? Or do I blow this 
golden opportunity for True Order, and just 
chuck everything back on the shelf willy- 
nilly, where it takes me two hours just to find 
Let There Be Rock? There is a moment of 
deep reflection—then, predictably, I scoop 
up heaping handfuls of albums, willy-nilly, 
and dump them back on the shelf, order be 
damned. Organizing this mess is too much 
work for one guy; I gotta get someone to help 
me. Hey, I know! Maybe I can use that 
address book and give Danny, Jeremiah, 
Nate, Pat, Steve, Buddy, John, Henry, John, 
Paul, Jason, Bill, Jay, Tom, Max, Bill, Drew, 
Bill, Vinny, and Craig a call! 


Love, & 
—Nerb 
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Teenage girl 
emotions are 
no joke. 


If You’re Lost You Can Look 
and You Will Find Me 


“Will asked me to give him some space, 
so I’m giving him a few feet.” 

Winona Ryder’s character Joyce 
Byers says this at the end of season two of 
Stranger Things, a series that is so popular 
and over-analyzed I can’t quite believe I’m 
giving it more air time in this column. But 
as I watched the last episode of the second 
season draw to a close, I was struck by how 
much the show can be seen as an illustration 
of what parenting feels like. It’s one of the 
better depictions of it, actually. 

I was a child in the eighties, slightly 
younger than the kids in the show, but 
close enough in age at that time that 
almost everything about the regular world 
depicted on the show rings true. It was an 
era where being a kid came with a kind 
of freedom that I know doesn’t exist for 
most kids now. I roamed around town with 
my friends, playing in environments that 
now would be considered too dangerous 
for kids to visit on their own. My cousins 
and I walked along a boardwalk into what 
seemed like a never-ending swampy bog 
just behind an elementary school. Deep in 
the woods there was a giant, fallen tree we 
climbed for hours on end. I cannot even 
begin to list the terrible shit that could have 
happened to us out there. Nothing bad ever 
happened. Our parents may or may not 
have had any idea what we were doing. We 
came home when we got hungry, or tired, 
or started getting grumpy with each other. 
We drank Pepsi and watched game shows 
in someone’s basement, went to bed safely 
in our single beds. 

This was a good childhood. I know 
there were kids who, at this same time, were 
having awful childhoods. I had parents who 
loved me, food on the table, friends, pets, 
decent teachers. There’s a common type 
of joke that’s made about this time when 
kids were left to their own devices, where 
the inference is parents cared. less about 
their kids in that era, because they let them 
explore the world unfettered and didn’t know 
everything that was going on in their lives. I 
think I bought into that joke a bit, or at least 
left it unexamined, until I finished watching 
Stranger Things last Saturday night. 

There was Joyce, not giving Will any 
space. Her love for her son is a raw nerve 
running through the entire show, impossible 
to ignore. It pains me to see it because I 


can feel what she’s feeling when I think of 
my own kids being in any average kind of 
trouble, never mind being inhabited by a 
shadow monster from a parallel universe. 
And I wish to re-examine that joke about 
parents in bygone decades not loving their 
kids as much as parents do today. I know that 
was not true. Everyone has to give their kids 
some measure of freedom. In the time before 
cell phones and social media, it was just 
easier to have no idea what was happening 
to your kids when they weren’t right in front 
of your face. 

My parents weren’t strict, and I did have 
a healthy measure of freedom, especially as 


‘a teenager living in a fairly safe suburb of 


Toronto. But I had no doubt they loved me. 
When I was in eleventh grade I (finally) went 
on my first actual date with a boy. He was a 
few years older than me, but ended up in my 
grade eleven law class because he’d missed a 
year of school after he’d helped a friend steal 
a car and got stuck in a detention center for 
a few months. I did not mention this to my 
mother. All she knew was that he was older 
than I and, as I did remember to mention, 
was getting the highest mark in the Law and 
Society class we shared at school. We went 
out Christmas shopping at the local mall, 
had dinner, met some friends to see a late 
movie, and then he dropped me off at home 
and kissed me in his car and I swear I nearly 
just died right there. Teenage girl emotions 
are no joke. 

When I walked into my house my 
mom—who was normally in bed at 10:20 
PM (as soon as the national news ended)— 
was sitting on the stairs, waiting for me. It 
was 11:30. 

“Mom!” I said, blushing, “You didn’t 
have to wait up for me.” 

She shrugged, pretending it was no 
big deal. “Well, when you go on a ten 
and half hour date, I’m bound to wonder 
where you are.” 

Ten and a half hours. My mom wasn’t 
sitting on the stairs for ten and a half hours. 
She was probably driving my brother to 
soccer, baking muffins, taking the dog for 
a walk, and watching crime procedurals that 
she’d set our VHS machine to record. But 
through all of those normal activities, she 
was checking the clock, probably listening 
for the phone, and working to make herself 
stop wondering where exactly I was with 


this boy who she’d never met or even heard 
of until that weekend. Just like she had been 
when I was exploring the woods with my 
cousins, or travelling on a plane by myself 
for the first time, or taking the subway to 
go record shopping downtown. The activity 
doesn’t matter. As soon as I was out of her 
sight, she was unsure if anything bad was 
happening to me. She had to train herself to 
deal with it. All parents do. 

In the Stranger Things series, for those 
who haven’t seen it or read about it, there 
is an alternate world called The Upside 
Down. It is an unknown space, dangerous 
and wild, with rules that no one in the 
regular world understands. It is terrifying. 
Watching Joyce Byers as a helpless and 
sometimes flawed parent of a son who 
is lost and eventually found, it is hard to 
ignore the ferocity of the love that she 
projects. I loved Winona Ryder when I was 
a teenager and she was being weird Lydia 
in Beetlejuice and rebellious Veronica in 
Heathers. And now, watching her play a 
desperate, sometimes wild, mother of two 
boys, I am in love with her all over again. 
To see weird, intense, relatable parental 
love reflected back at me while I binge 
watch Netflix is something I wasn’t quite 
prepared for when I idly decided to watch 
this show. 

As a parent, when your kids go away 
from you, they might as well be in the 
freaking Upside Down. Maybe not every 
time. We get used to our kids being at 
school or with family and friends. But 
even in those predictable situations, there 
is a pull I feel, a soft but nagging worry 
in my gut reminding me at all times my 
children are not with me. It’s more urgent 
when they’re small, but I have a co-worker 
whose teenage son has moved to another 
town to play on a minor league hockey 
team. When she talks about it she always 
looks a bit stunned and heartbroken. 

The version of The Upside Down 
that exists for any parent is that unknown 
space your children enter when they leave 
you. There’s no way to know if your kids 
are okay. What if one of my cousins or I 
had broken our leg or drowned while we 
were rambling through the swampy forest, 
over boardwalks and fallen trees? What if 
that juvenile delinquent I dated from my 
law class was a rapist instead of just a car 
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thief? In Stranger Things the unknown is 
represented by monsters and demogorgons 
and evil scientists. As a parent, I don’t 
actually need any of that stuff to scare me. 
The possibilities my brain cooks up are bad 
enough. Love drives humans to ridiculous 
lengths, both physically and mentally, and I 
am no stranger to obsessive worry or well- 
meaning, flawed affection. 

Without giving away too much about 
the plot, season two of Stranger Things 
ends with Joyce attempting to literally 
and metaphorically move a few paces 
away from her son, despite her need to 
watch over him. She doesn’t go far, but 
she’s smart enough to at least give him 
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the aforementioned few feet of space. It 
reminded me ofa story I heard the comedian 
Patton Oswalt tell, about the week after 
his partner died, leaving his eight-year- 
old daughter motherless. His daughter 
wanted to go back to school, wanted to 
have some semblance of a normal routine 
to help her cope. He drove her to school, 
dropped her off, and then parked his car 
around the corner and sat there until it was 
time to pick her up. He gave her the space 
she needed, but he couldn’t force himself 
to be any further away from her than was 
absolutely necessary. When my son Milo 
was an infant, he was both the cause of 
and cure for my post-partum anxiety. 
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To see weird, intense, relatable parental 
love reflected back at me while | binge watch 
Stranger Things is something | wasn’t quite pre- 
pared for when | idly decided to watch this show. 





Parenthood threw me into a state of mental 
chaos, but that chaos was calmed by the 
physical proximity to my child. 

I’ll always feel better when my kids are 
close to me, and I try not to complain when 
they want to be with me constantly on certain 
days, even though that too can be emotionally 
exhausting. I know it’s part of my job to 
eventually let them go. I know the circles they 
travel in will only get further and further from 
me as they age. And I know there will always 
be a bit of an ache when they move away from 
me and toward their own mysterious worlds, 


dangerous or not. & 
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—Jennifer Whiteford 





AN GOTH PUNKS 
RL aga NB) 


Excuse me, Miss? 


Where are you from? 


Are you Chinese? 
Ni hao ma? 


No, dude, I’m 


American, 





If J humor 
him, maybe 
hell go away. 
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But you 
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look so exotic! 


Are you an 
Oriental? 





Oooh, I love 


Japanese girls! 





This conversation 
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54 years since Rikk's last LP (All By Myself) on 
Frontier Records, let's just say the wait was worth it! 





Features the hits "I Can't Change the World" and "Deprogrammer" 






The Rikk Agnew Band _ 
LEARN. 


Exclusively distributed by ILD @ independent 






it, frontierrecords.com 
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My Mouth Tastes like Horchata 


Heartbreak Hoetry 
Dedicated to me familia. 
Without you and your magic, I would be lost. 


CHILLONA 
(1) 


extrafio tus ojitos 

extrafio tus labios 

extrafio tus manos 

y los tatuajes que llevas en tus brazos 
pero no extrafio el momento 

en que te rompi el corazén 
-arrepentimiento 


(2) is 

me duelen los pulmones - 
al respirar 

mis ojitos se lubrican en lagrimas 

esperando explotar 

y correr sobre mis labios 

-los mismos que te traicionaron 


(3) 

te lastime 

te perdi 

-nunca aprendi a nadar 


(4) 
aun recuerdo el sabor del humo entre tus labios 
-hace diez meses 


(5) 

sola y sin compromiso 

sin perro que me ladre 

sin salsa en los tacos 

sin canela en la horchata 

-mejor sola que mal acompafiada 


COJELONA 
(1) 


his grip is rough and inexperienced 

he means it when he says he’s dl 

his hand travels down my back 

as my tongue rolls between his foreskin 

his finger penetrates me 

as whimpers and saliva drip from my mouth 
y me preguntas 

{quieres que te coja? 


(2) 

he looked at me as he was jerking himself off 
and whispered, 

“T love your thighs.” 


The look in his eyes was as lustful as it was sincere. 
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“Thank you,” I whispered back. 

I kissed him 

and continued to lick his foreskin 
as he grabbed my nalgas. 
-validation 


(3) 

aun rellena de mecos 
me siento vacia 
-autoestima 


QUEER MAGIC 
(1) 


my gender no es ni de aqui ni de alla 

my gender is complicated 

like the ending of an of episode of La Usurpadora 
begging you to tune in next Monday night 

my gender is vulnerable 

like those smoke filled besotes your lips gifted mine 
and the looks you gave me 

after i broke your heart 

my gender is sweet 

like the horchata dripping from my lips 

after you burst with love 


(2) 

the helicopter flashed its lights 

we hid under a bush 

the mud hugged our feet 

as if the earth itself was embracing us 
whispering, 

“4 won’t let them take you” 

i needed to pee 

i needed our coyote to take me in his arms 
and place me upon his shoulders 

i needed him to hold me 

i held it in 

the urine 

the tears 

only three more hours to San Diego 

where the warm water would caress my skin 
and my mom would invite the hotel shampoo to join us 
in our journey to Los Angeles 


(3) 

hay momentos en que me siento sola 
manejando y sin prisa 

I sing along as the smoke dances with my lips 
I stop at a red light 

the sun kisses my skin 

and she sings 

do you belong? 


(4) 

I want to fall 

in love again 

I want to feel that 





ROQUE TORRES 


my gender is vulnerable 
like those smoke filled besotes your lips gifted mine 


my gender is sweet 
like the horchata dripping from my lips 
after you burst with love 


instant spark 
that runs through Jotita de Amor is a working alias created to depict my experience 
my body as a queer / latinx / sis aca / immigrant attempting to live 
and makes my authentically in the San Fernando Valley. This collection began to 
prostate twitch appear in the notes app of my phone during the fall of 2015 and 
I want to feel wonder continued through January of 2017. Inspiration from heartbreak, 
when I look one night stands, and through my reintroduction to the world as a 
into your eyes non-binary jota, lives through these pages. Thank you for reading. 
to dive into love 
to embrace In solidarity and resistance, 

Jotita de Amor 

@jotitadeamor 
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“Talent 
equals 
crime!” 


History Isn’t Always Glamorous 


I, the Rhythm Chicken, have been doing 
what I do for over seventeen years. In case 
you are new to Razorcake or my column, 
here’s a quick summary of what I do. I make 
ruckus, plain and simple. I wear a chicken 
head while banging away on a crappy 
drumset in odd public places. The drumbeats 
are sloppy and usually drenched with sarcasm 
and beer. I dare to mess with the performance 
variables most punk acts misinterpret as “set 
in stone.” 

It was the spring of 2005 when I recorded 
my one and only record. It was a live 45 where 
each side was recorded at a different oddball 
venue in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Side A was 


from the National Liquor Bar (which was” 


torn down one year later), and side B was 
from Koz’s Mini-BowI (still standing and in 
operation!). At the time I really thought I was 
doing something bizarre. I released a limited 
sound recording of a performance that really 
should be seen to be appreciated. I thought I 
was taking the joke too far, and that, really, 
it just entertained me more than anyone. I 
spent about a thousand bucks on a half-joke 
that had already gone far beyond its original 
intention, The three hundred copies were 
sold out within three long years, but mostly 
given away. 

In my head, I hoped someone 
somewhere would get their hands on this 
rare 45, plunk it down on their turntable, 
put needle to wax, listen to the sloppy 
drumming in a room full of hollering 
drunks, and wonder exactly WHAT THE 
HELL THEY WERE LISTENING TO! 
There are no real “songs.” There is no 
real drumming talent on display. Who 
would waste the money to release such an 
unlistenable waste of vinyl? Well, here we 
are, twelve years after that 45’s release, and 
every four to six months I am contacted by 
someone far away who tells me they just 
picked up a copy ina used bin at their local 
record store! I get a chuckle so many folks 
simply sold it to their local used record 
shop. I get an even bigger chuckle these 
unwanted oddball vinyl artifacts find their 
way into the hands of those who actually 
want them! 

One of my favorite stations is WMSE 
from the campus of the Milwaukee School 
of Engineering. This station has been going 
strong for over thirty-five years, playing 
all kinds of underground and cutting edge 


music over the Milwaukee airwaves. There 
are at least five or six separate time slots that 
play quality punk rock, old and new. I have 
friends and acquaintances who DJ these 
shows and I enjoy streaming their shows 
online or finding them on my car radio 
whenever I near the Milwaukee area. Heck, 
I’ve even heard the Rhythm Chicken 45 on 
this station every now and then! WMSE, 


Frontier Radio, daring enough to broadcast - 


nonsensical ruckus! 

For quite a few years now, my friend Erin 
has been hosting a Tuesday night show on 
the station that highlights one local musical 
act per week. The show is called Local/Live, 
pretty self-explanatory. The performer plays 
two twenty-minute sets and the remainder 
of the hour-long program is a live interview. 
Usually, the music is performed right in the 
station’s studio, but sometimes is piped in 
live from Milwaukee’s Club Garibaldi, a 
popular south-side music venue. Either way, 
the show is a valuable resource for local acts 
trying to get their name and music out there 
to the public. 

As if it wasn’t already the dumbest joke 
to release a sound recording of my mostly- 
visual ruckus, I arranged for a Rhythm 
Chicken appearance on this live radio 
program. Never before would such a lunatic, 
visually perplexing musical performer— 
ha!—be broadcast over the audio airwaves to 
such a sizable and confused radio audience! 
Again, at the time I really thought I was 
doing something bizarre. In the process of 
arranging this particular Local/Live gig, Erin 
offered to have the Rhythm Chicken perform 
live from Club Garibaldi, for a room full of 
drunks (his natural habitat!). The half-joke 
keeps getting better and stupider! 

My Hen and I arrived at Garibaldi a 
few hours before show time. We loaded in 
my crappy, seventy-five dollar drumset. 
I arranged with Ian the soundman for that 
night’s performance to be live from the 
ladies restroom! Ian seemed pretty receptive 
to the idea of just putting one overhead 
microphone in the women’s crapper. One 
microphone, no monitors, no real mixing, 
no nothing... just one stupid mic. Since 
this was a radio show, I felt it important 
to make a bunch of signs as if it was a 
parade. The sign directly outside the ladies 
restroom boasted, “LIVE POTTY ROCK!” 
On the actual stage, where the interviewing 


would take place, I put up other signs that 
said things like “Talent equals crime!”, 
“Ruckus!”, and “Dziekuje za twoja piwa!” 
(Polish for “Thank you for your beer!”’) 

A short while later, Ian approached 
me and said we should probably do a 
soundcheck... from the ladies restroom. 
The last time the Rhythm Chicken did an 
actual soundcheck was preparing for his 
last gig with the Milwaukee Brewers in a 
40,000-seat ballpark. Inside, I was laughing 
my tail feathers off. I walked past the three 
regulars sipping beers at the bar, walked 
right into the woman’s crapper, and played 
some sloppy beats. Ian was satisfied with 
the one microphone level and we had about 
ninety minutes to kill before show time. The 
bartender then informed me the musical acts 
eat and drink for free. I really could’ve gone 
to town on some fancy drinks, but I was 
happy with their cans of Hamms all night. 
Dziekuje za twoja piwa! 

About thirty minutes before show 
time, various Milwaukee Chicken fans 
from over the last seventeen years filtered 
in. The audience resembled the usual beer 
swillers who have shown up at various 
previous brewtown Chicken events, a 
few south-side neighbors who are fans 
of the Chicken’s many nearby parade 
appearances, a few Garibaldi’s regulars 
who had no idea exactly what a Rhythm 
Chicken is, the scoreboard manager from 
the Brewers who hired me some fifteen 
years ago, and one Milwaukee court 
judge who helped the Chicken out with 
a particular Los Angeles train engine 
legal matter from five years ago. Since a 
chicken can only cluck, Andy Junk from 
Holy Shit! was my English interpreter and 
my Hen was my Polish interpreter. I was 
fully prepared to explore new worlds of 
awkward confusion on the radio. 


Dinghole Report #162: 
Ruckus, Live on the Radio! 
(Rhythm Chicken... uh... sighting? #706) 

So there I was, a forty-six-year-old 
male in a chicken head, sitting at my trashy 
drumset squeezed into the ladies restroom 
at Club Garibaldi with one microphone 
mounted up near the ceiling. A helper from 
WMSE ran in and told me we were live on 
the air. I frantically let out a few maniacal 
clucks, and then came the thunder. I started 


I was fully 





SHANE MILNER 


prepared 


to explore new worlds of awkward 
confusion on the radio. 


pounding out my chaos rock as if every beat 
was my last! The rhythms were deafening in 
that tiny, two-stall shitter! Dose after dose of 
audio anarchy were unleashed on the curious 
bar crowd through the bathroom door! Never 
before had any musical performer played in 
Garibaldi’s ladies room! Never before had 
anyone performed live on WMSE from a 
ladies room! Boundaries were being broken! 
Eardrums were being assaulted! Heads were 
getting scratched! I like to think perhaps there 
was a woman who really, really had to go 
potty... but some jerky dork was drumming 
in a chicken head in there just then! Female 
bladders were put on hold! Bad drumming 
continued to emanate from the tiny confines 
of the Garibaldi’s ladies room! I beat on the 
drums! I beat on the paper towel dispenser! 
I beat on the sink! I beat on the toilet stall 
door! The entire bathroom was my drumset! 

After a whole five minutes, I finally 
pressed the panic button and exploded in a 


drum-wrestling frenzy. Wings and drumsticks 
flailed about as drums and hardware bounced 
off the walls. A small yet enthusiastic crowd in 
the bar hollered drunken bellows of approval. 
Somewhere in Milwaukee, someone was 
driving home from work listening to WMSE 
on the car radio. What they heard sounded 
like a distorted, rhythmic car crash, so they 
tumed the knob down the dial to the public 
radio station. In Club Garibaldi, a chicken lay 
panting on the ladies restroom floor. History 
isn’t always glamorous. 

Well, there was only fifty-five minutes 
of radio programming left to fill, and 
the drumming was over! The interview 
cluckings with English and Polish 
translations were awkwardly fun and 
infinitely confusing. The audience had an 
endless pile of questions for our hero, each 
one answered with frantic clucking. 

Then came the Chicken’s second 
performance of the evening. I set up my 


little travel record player on stage. Ian 
arranged one more mic to pick up my viny] 
offerings for the evening. I pulled out one 
special 45 and plopped the big hole down 
on the spinning adapter in the center of the 
playing field. 

In 2005, I really thought it was funny 
to release a live record of the Rhythm 
Chicken playing his drums to a couple 
barrooms full of hollering drunks. I never 
would’ve guessed in 2017 I would be 
wearing my chicken head on stage playing 
that live 45 on a little record player to 
another barroom full of drunks... live on 
the radio. 

This... is multi-level stupidity. 

You’re welcome. 


—Rhythm Chicken 
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Latest EP from our 
% favorite gang of Olympia 
punks. Three cuts of 
Snot-driven, sax-washed 
rock’n’roll crunch. Tight 
and ruling as ever! 

Also availabie: 
Life’s A Bust 7” 
(second pressing) 


Debut EP from ya Roy 
Richmond’s HAIRCUT. HAs 


Five tracks of blazin A ee 


HC punk with lyrics that +s 
are just as fierce and 
outspoken. A true gem 
free of gimmickery or 
trend-worship. 


up next: THE COWBOYS 
“Volume 4” LP + 
“Live at Tony's Garage” 7” 


PVE CM icra mer 
www. feelitrecordshop.com 
along with a tasteful selection of 
distro records, tapes, and zines 
POLO THM Ct) to 
Distributed by Ebullition and Revolver. 





"This is a treat, which.provides, buckets of 
6énjoyment in times of Brexit, Trump, and an 
arthritic knee. Some real humor and. social 

awareness underpins these catchy, flighty songs.” 

--Rich Cocksedge, Razorcake 





"Insightful, sardonic, jumpy»and.funnys.. 
wish modern punk was always this evolved.” 
--Jack Rabid, The Big Takeover 


Listen/Download/LP/CD: www.thefurcoats.bandcamp.com 
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AND You WILL BE LEFT WITH THE 
COLD REALITY OF NOT BEING ABLE 
TO CONTROL WHICH EX-LOVER 
OCCUPIES YOUR MIND AS YOU 
SLOWLY DIE. 


BUT EVENTUALLY YOU WILL 
RUN OUT OF AIR... fe 





HAPPY NEW Year! 
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Future Now! 


It doesn’t take a multi-awarded scientist 
to notice things aren’t the same as they were 
not too long ago—and when I say this, it’s 
with the least amount of “get off of my yard” 
shoutin’ while still doing so. It’s just an 
observation of definite change. 

Whether or not you give any reasonable 
doubt to the term “global warming,” you can’t 
deny just how fucking wacky the weather has 
been here in the Unites States and beyond for 
some time now. I mean, it was in the nineties 
this past Thanksgiving here in Los Angeles, 
and I can’t remember the last time we’ve had 
a long stretch of any Fall-like weather here. 

I’m totally aware L.A. has always 
paled in comparison to the four seasons the 


Midwest and East Coast gets (or used to get, - 


depending on who you talk with out there), 
but it’s starting to feel like Mother Nature 
is stuck in two gears here. The severe lack 
of rain and snowfall has left the river and 
reservoir levels dangerously lower than 
they’ve ever been before. 

The silver or gold lining to this situation 
the past couple of years has been an influx 
of people mining for gold in areas they’ve 
otherwise never been able to access before 
due to the prior water levels covering them 
up. It’s as though the word “rain” has become 
a four letter word in Southern California. 
Surfing the West Coast in the winter has 
always been a use-your-head type of scene 
pertaining to our shark homies cruising 
along the shoreline near the more populated 
areas. Now, sharks have been spotted fairly 
often in the non-winter months, swimming 
amuck wherever they need to get their feed 
on, all due to the climate change affecting 
the ocean’s temperature and associated 
marine life. 

The way people interact or communicate 
has obviously gone in an entirely different 
direction, as well. It wasn’t too long ago 
when you wanted or needed to talk with 
someone, you’d pick up a telephone. It’s 
that thing mounted on a wall or connected 
to a long cord in your home. If the person 
you'd be looking for wasn’t there, you’d 
leave a message with whoever answered or 
on their answering machine. It seems like a 
foreign concept to most, especially with the 
onslaught of the ever-evolving electronic 
age of smartphones and computers. If. all 
the recent advancements haven’t completely 
squashed the two-way communication 
through telephone lines, then it’s definitely 
taken one hell of a strong foothold. There 


have always been people who never liked 
talking on the phone (still are), but with all 
this technology, it’s made it that much more 
easy to not call someone. Texting and social 
media have become the norm of day-to-day 
communications. We all do this on one level 
or another, but nothing beats laughing your 
ass off with someone over the phone when 
you’re unable to be there in person due to 
long distances and whatnot. 

Even the way you currently track down 
your pals has been whittled down to a single 
text on a smartphone. It was more involved 
not too long ago. Who was going to what gig 
that evening? Who had wheels with an extra 
seat? Who needed a lift? Where is everyone 
meeting before? If the telephone didn’t yield 
the people you were trying to find, it was time 
to hit the pavement and start hunting around 
the neighborhood for your people. It was the 
same way for some of us as little kids. We’d 
jump on bikes or grab skateboards, cruising 
around and yelling outside of people’s houses 
for our friends. Everyone was forced to hone 
some type of sleuthing skills to hunt their 
homies down, especially when they weren’t 
at their usual hangouts. Then answering 
machines became more of a not-so-super- 
highway checkpoint of who/what/where/ 
when/why/how, depending on when you got 
the messages. How many times do some of 
you remember: “Fuck, sorry I missed you, 
didn’t get your message until I got back 
home.” These machines soon became the 
perfect excuse for not getting back to people, 
too. Not any more. 

The exchange of music has taken huge 
leaps from what used to be considered the 
way to share or trade with each other. I used 
to look forward to trading cassettes and VHS 
tapes with pals through the mail, usually live 
shows or those ultra-scarce vinyl cuts that 
even your local rekkid shops rarely had up 
on its walls. Everyone had their own network 
of people they traded with, some of whom 
turned into life-long friends. I even learned 
that old landmark punker radio programs 
like Rodney Bingenheimer’s “Rodney on the 
Roq” show here in L.A. were being recorded, 
mailed, and traded for blank cassettes with 
East Coast fans (Kat Jetson remembers!), all 
because Rodney’s show wasn’t syndicated 
nationwide. It was strictly word of mouth. 

LPs recorded onto cassettes soon gave 
way to CDs getting burned, which eventually 
gave way to sending sound and video files 
online to each other. When people got savvy 


The music and 
culture that we 
celebrate aren’t 
broken. 


to online sharing, that’s when the floodgates 
opened up internationally. Although 
electronically sharing or streaming music 
seems to be the preferred way these days, a 
whole hell of a lot of the bands you read about 
in Razorcake have and continue to produce 
vinyl records. Looking back, that particular 
medium never really waned since punk rock 
forced its head up through the earth’s surface 
many decades ago. If anything, vinyl has 
come back full circle to an industry that’s 
trying to cash in on its nostalgia, but a good 
number of fans reading this simply laugh at 
that notion because, for them, the vinyl train 
had never left the station. 

Even the idea of getting around has 
changed drastically in the last few years. 
No one would ever have thought that an 
affordable way—year-round, twenty-four 
hours a day—to get around locally would be 
accessible from a few taps on a smartphone. 
When Uber and Lyft hit the scene, imbibers 
of the booze were especially ecstatic at the 
idea of having a vehicle at their beckoning 
come pick them up to haul their drunken asses 
around. It’s win-win: my Tipsy McStagger 
friends and family get home safely without 
risking the lives of themselves or others by 
being behind the wheel, and the Uber/Lyft 
drivers carting them to and fro make some 
extra cash by doing so (although knowing 
some of my friends’ shenanigans, the poor 
bastards driving ‘em more than deserve a 
fat tip). 

Since I was always the sober driver 
getting my bands or others safely back and 
forth from shows, it looks like I missed out 
on the chance at starting a similar company 
that some of my friends told me I should 
have started many years back. Amass a small 
fleet of vans with interiors that could be 
completely hosed down from the inside in 
the event of transporting those more-likely-to 
puke and/or pants-pissing passengers, fit the 
vans with marine-grade upholstery and kick 
plated steel. Rows of seats equipped with 
safety harnesses to keep the liveliest of lush 
strapped in. Easy money, and I had friends 
who were serious I should go for it back then, 
not just because they’d utilize my services, 
but because it’d have been more affordable 
to use than hailing a cab. Should’ve listened 
to these people. 

Not just getting around, but knowing 
where you’re going has taken huge strides, 
too, thanks to the tech age we live in. It’s 
easy enough, right? Punch in a destination 
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Everyone was forced to hone some type 
of sleuthing skills to hunt their homies 
down, especially when they werent at 
their usual hangouts. 


address into Google Maps or the Waze app, 
and you’re on your way. No fuss, no muss. 
But before the advent of the internet, actual 
maps were the only way to see just how you 
were going to get somewhere. Think about 
it: when was the last time you pulled out 
a Thomas Guide? (yep, they still publish 
‘em!) Without getting into much detail, the 
spiral-bound Thomas Guide map books were 
invaluable, the popular way you familiarized 
yourself within the county you lived in, with 
streets broken down into labeled quadrants 
indexed in an alphabetized glossary in the 
back. People who started to venture out 
driving or had a driving job (like myself 
some years ago) likely had one of these 
tucked underneath their front seat. Trouble 
was, if you were outside of the area your 
Thomas Guide covered, local maps were 
your sole source of direction in addition to 


asking people who you hoped knew what 
they hell they were talking about. 

Anyone who’s been on tour knows the 
process of this frustration, even with the 
sharing of information and pointers from 
other bands that have repeatedly been along 
the route you’re travelling. My old buddy 
Frank (MIA bassist and later the vocalist of 
Big Drill Car) made a funny joke about GPS 
systems when they became all the rage in 
people’s vehicles. We were amongst a group 
of people outside of a show one evening and 
overheard someone complain about the GPS 
in their van. Frank replied, “GPS? Y’know 
what our GPS was out on tour? A sock full 
of dimes for pay phones and a list of phone 
numbers.” Heh. 

The zine that you’re now holding in 
your hands has the ability go to a digital- 
only format, but it won’t. We have an ever- 


increasing digital online archive, yes, but 
some things, like the music and culture that 
we celebrate within these news-printed pages, 
aren’t broken. So, with that, it doesn’t need to 
be fixed. Some people might even argue this 
logic, saying that a lot of publications have 
gone digital over the years, and those that 
haven’t gone the digital route have simply 
gone away altogether. While that may be 
the case for some, just remember one thing: 
We’re not every other fucking publication, 
and we never will be. 


Happy New Year. 


—Designated Dale 
designateddale@yahoo.com 
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Chris Boarts Larson, www.slugandlettuce.net | fb.me/slugandlettuce 





GARLIC FOR VICTORY! 


Throughout the late ‘90s into to mid-2000s 
Submission Hold was an awesome band that was 
completely immersed in the DIY punk scene. Out of 
Vancouver, Canada they travelled and toured across 
the world, embracing anarchist and feminist politics 
with a fiercely DIY ethic. They released their own 
tapes and CDs, they printed patches, promoted garlic, 
published zines, and did their own artwork. 


Submission Hold had a unique sound, were 
wonderful people, and great pen pals. They were 
a band that always embodied the ethos of punk 
rock that I love and they hold a very fond spot in 
my history and memories. Like many of the most 
idealistic thinkers of the time, I lost touch with them 
in the digital age of social media, yet I have no doubt 
they are still doing rad stuff in their corner of the 
world ‘cause they were definitely lifers. 


—Chris Boarts Larson 
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Remember the beginning of the 
Ninja Turtles cartoon when there was 
a radioactive slime that turned ordinary 
turtle babies into intelligent, pizza- 
eating, high-flying friends on a quest 
for justice? 

I imagine Fatty Cakes And The 
Puff Pastries origin could have easily 
involved mermaid chic primordial ooze 
dropped onto the Puff Pastry Babies in 
the Fresno Fashion Fair Mall parking lot 
by The B-52’s. They’re left to be raised 
by Virgie Tovar or Missy Elliott instead 
of Splinter, on a steady diet of cake, 
riot grrrl records, and stardust. Their 
music is their weapon. Toy organs, 
glockenspiels, and razor-sharp wit are 
deployed alongside tales of survival 
set to the only rhythm section I’ve ever 
witnessed that can pull off transitions 
between Aaliyah and hardcore without 
a hitch. 

Fatty Cakes And The Puff Pastries 
are a group of best friends not afraid to 
throw a Nazi into a Stone Cold Stunner 
while applying glitter lip gloss and eating 
a cupcake at the same time. 

I caught up with the band when they 
stopped in at my place in Huntington 
Beach. They came late, dressed in 
berets and fall sweaters, filling out my 
Halloween-clad kitchen table. There 


were laughs and some nerves after laying 
the final tracks of their full-length, self- 
titled album just an hour before with 
Alice Bag at Station House Studios 
in Echo Park. Before we started our 
interview, conversation of bad piercings, 
Ashton Kutcher and the trucker hats that 
defined a generation, stealing cable TV, 
and home-taped VHS tapes of Elvira 
and Driving Miss Daisy flowed between 
reflections of their songs—hybrid diary 
entries and rage-filled manifestos for 
listeners. It’s all so effortlessly cool, 
relatable, and unique. 

Don’t let anyone tell you nothing 
good is coming out of the central valley 
because it just isn’t true. Fatty Cakes 
And The Puff Pastries will travel, but 
are not leaving home, and for them— 
and so many of us—that is a political 
act of resistance. 


Staci McDowell: Singer, dancer 
Amber Fargano: Singer, electric 
ukulele 

Victoria Crow: Back-up singer, dancer 
Vishinna Turner: Bass, back-up 
vocals, occasional dancer 

Audrey Paris Johnson: Drummer 


Photos by Liz Cabrera, Amber 
Williams, and Brian Smith 
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Candace: So, how did you meet? How did 
this beautiful situation coalesce? 
All: Parties! 
Amber: I met Crow at a party. 
Vishinna: I met you at a party! [pointing] 
Crow: I think I met you at a bar. 
Amber: Yeah, youdid. It was at Livingstone’s, 
which is burned down now but they’re 
rebuilding it. Stacie and I have known each 
other since I was fourteen. Drama class. 
Staci: Drama class! 
Vishinna: Of course they met in drama class; 
always with the drama! 
Amber: Vishinna I met at the Info Shop 
»in Fresno. She lived there with one of my 
best friends at the time. I was originally 
doing Fatty Cakes alone, but I wanted to do 
something more fun that brought more life to 
the stage. I really love Pee-Wees Playhouse 
and the B-52’s and theatre. I like things that 
are also going to be a visual experience so I 
wanted dancers, I asked a bunch of friends. 
I was like, “They ain’t got nothing to do 
and they wanna hang out.” So let’s see who 
would come. 

These were the only three who came: 
Vishinna, Victoria, and Staci. I’m so glad they 
were the three and we started in my garage. 
I printed out scripts with dance moves on it. 
I would tell them, “No Mountain Dew until 
we’re done practicing.” I was a real dance 
mom. And from there, me and Vishinna and 
Audrey were in a band called Strawberry Jam 
with another person, Adrienne, an amazing 
guitarist. But, you know, it wasn’t something 
that was meant to last forever. 

I remember watching this video of Bo 
Diddley and he has these backup dancers, 
but one has this bass guitar and they’re all 
jamming. I was like, “I want that in my life.” 
And so, I was like, “Vishinna, you know 
that’s fucking you.” And then it went from 
there. I think we all started with the three 
dancers in 2011 or 2012. 

Audrey: I started in 2012. 

Amber: We’ve been going ever since. 
Vishinna: I met Audrey—I technically 
shook your hand and met you at your house. 
You were having a huge house party because 
she was in a band called Needy Evie and I 
loved them. I was fresh out of high school, 
and I used to go see them play. It was just so 
inspirational because I just never really had 
the opportunity to see all-women bands in 
person. And that was around the time I was 
like, “Cool, I’m a riot grrrl, I don’t give a 
shit. I love Bratmobile. I do what I want. I’m 
going to tell off the men and I am going to 
be radical and I’m moving my life up.” And 
so it was just so cool to see her play in this 
really inspirational band. She’s also the best 
drummer in Fresno. I fell in love with her. 
And from then it was just kind of kismet that 
we ended up playing together later when I 
was in a band and I was the frontwoman. I’d 
never played the bass before at all. When we 
played with her band, I was like “Oh my god, 
you guys we made it. We’re playing with 
Needy Evie!” 

Candace: What was the name of that band 
you were the frontperson in? 


Vishinna: Okay, this is really silly. We, at 
first, were the Diabetic Comas, and it was 
because I was really into marshmallow 
Peeps and everybody was like, “Stop eating 
marshmallow Peeps, you’re gonna die!” But 
I loved them. So that was our first name but 
we changed it to the Cerebros because it just 
felt a little better. We don’t need to bring up 
health stuff—that’s just not a thing. So we 
just kind of started playing with them and 
then I met her and I met Staci at the very first 
Fatty Cakes dance day. 

Staci: I remember I met you and you 
complimented my dress. 
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Vishinna: Staci looked cute at the rehearsal. 
Crow: I found out that Staci is my half- 
cousin. I have a way older half-sister, my 
mom’s child with another man, and that turns 
out to be Stacie’s uncle. 

Stacie: Yeah, my dad’s brother. 

Crow: So, my half-sister and she are full- 
blooded cousins. 

Candace: So that makes you second cousins? 
Crow: Right, half something. They have the 
same last name and everything. I had no idea. 
We’re already friends at this point and my 
sister—who I don’t like—Stephanie comes 
into the room and is like, “Hey, did you 
know that Staci is my cousin?” And my mind 
is just like, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh.” So she was 
honestly just talking to my head at this point 
because I’m not listening to her, I didn’t give 
her a reaction. It was more internal. I believe 
it, though. 

They have the same goddamn last name. 
Candace: That’s the small town life. 

Stacie: We’re such a huge town at the same 
time. We’re a big city with a small town 
mindset, 

Crow: Absolutely. That’s the best way to 
describe Fresno. 

Candace: Well, that’s how Orange County 
is, too. 

Crow: I believe that. I’ve seen so many 
similarities from being out here as many 
times as I have. It so reminds me of Fresno, 
but nicer. The beach. 

Candace: It’s like a bourgeois Fresno. 
Everyone shits on us but we’ve got a beach. 


Crow: It’s like Clovis. Clovis with a beach. 
Staci: We’ve got a creek! 

Candace: What’s it like being Fatty Cakes 
And the Puff Pastries? 

Vishinna: There’s a lot of love mail, hate mail. 
Crow: It’s awesome. We have so much love. 
We love all of our friends. And we have 
people who don’t like us and that’s cool. 
That’s fine. We’re getting a reaction from 
people, which I think is most important. 
Amber: Right. Exactly. We’ve been called 
the most decisive—wait—divisive band. 
[Everyone laughs.] Well, we’re decisive too. 
I’m being decisive right now! 
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Vishinna and Amber: [looking at each 
other] The most... divisive... band. 

Audrey: It’s not cool in Fresno to stand up 
against skinheads and Nazis. 

Amber: But it’s okay because at the end of 
the day there’s the love, and that’s so much 
more powerful. The impact that we’ve 
experienced from girl’s rock camp students 
has been one of the most empowering things 
ever. There’s a documentary coming out of 
the Bay Area Girl’s Rock Camp and in the 
interview there’s a little girl who shouts us 
out and was like, “I wish they were here,” 
because we didn’t play that year. She was 
so sweet. There’s a picture of her next to me 
staring into the camera while I’m talking to 
these children. She’s so powerful. She’s such 
a badass. She has a little leather jacket and 
I’m like, “You’re a punker.” 

Crow: She was there both years and she was 
so excited to see us again. It’s so cute. I never 
experienced anything like that because I’m 
not a rock kid. So that was really fucking 
nice. And I think beyond talented, inspiring. 
Amber: They are. There’s a teen in the 
central valley too who had a dream about us. 
So that was the sweetest. The children! 
Audrey: For the dumb stuff that goes around, 
there’s a lot of support. We have friends who 
come to our band practices and they know 
all the songs. 

Amber: I think beyond that, it’s the outsider 
aspect—our impact on people and their 
impact on us. Our impact on each other 
has been probably the most powerful thing 


in this band. Because we’re literally a band 
of best friends. These are the people who I 
turn to first when something good or bad is 
happening in my life. 

Audrey: Love you, too. 

Crow: I feel the same way. It’s the most 
healthy relationship I’ve ever had. 

Staci: We’ve been through so much, but 
we’ve healed so much and become so much 
more powerful. 

Vishinna: And stronger as friends 

Amber: This new album that we just 
recorded with Alice Bag as producer, it 
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shows that phoenix from the ashes rising 
above some shit. 

Vishinna: Can we just talk about the best 
friend song right now? The perfect segue. 
Amber had this amazing idea to write 
a song about us, about best friends in 
general. We basically put all of our names 
in a hat. Each person drew a name and we 
didn’t tell each other who they had. Each 
person had to write a few sentences about 
that friend. At the end we finally revealed 
what everybody’s parts were. I had Amber 
as my person. I don’t know if you all know 
who you had. 

Amber: I took their sentences and I wrote it 
into a song and it’s honestly one of our most 
favorite songs on the album. 

Vishinna: It’s seriously the most beautiful 
and it makes me feel so good to play it. 
There’s this part that we do for Audrey 
because it’s one of her least favorite things. 
When we’re on stage, we chant her name.... 
Crow: Or anywhere, really. 

Amber: “Audrey...” 

Everyone: “Audrey! Audrey! Audrey!” 
[Group chants loud, getting louder, drawing 
in other house guests into the chant too.] 
Amber: Seriously love it. The other bands 
actually get jealous that we have Audrey. But 


seriously, during that part of the song I tear 
up every time. It’s so good. 

Audrey: It does make me feel good, I’m not 
gonna lie. 

Amber: She admits it! You fucking like it. 
[Audrey chant breaks out uncontrollably.] 
Audrey: It is uncomfortable! 

Vishinna: You are complex! You are not a 
one-dimensional being. 

Crow: It’s also just such a good thing to 
chant. You can’t chant Victoria, there’s too 
many damn syllables. 

Vishinna: But, “You’re the people’s puff. 





You’re real tough!” That’s a line from the 
song! 

Candace: So can you tell us about how 
theatrics influence? Crow, you and I have 
had many conversations about WWE, I know 
y’all are thesbians... 

Vishinna: Was that thesbian with an L? 
Because, yeah. 

Candace: You guys kind of remind me of 
the B-52’s in a really specific way, but also 
Le Tigre and Gravy Train!!!!—Le Tigre in 
the sense that they used to think about the 
songs that needed to exist in the universe 
and write them. I feel like you all do that 
too. It’s like a feminist practice and it’s kind 
of rare, but also with Gravy Train!!!!, it’s not 
taking yourselves too seriously. Celebrating 
joy is a part of your aesthetic! 

Amber: Yeah! And talking about dicks and 
clits! 

Crow: Dad dicks! Yeah, clits! 

Candace: So how does the performance 
impact what you do? Your passion about 
performance definitely intentionally pokes at 
these constructions. 

Vishinna: Some of the songs that we have 
brought out in Fresno—no one’s really 
having that conversation—but it’s usually 
because it’s something that has happened in 


our lives that has triggered this idea to come 
into fruition. Talking about it as therapy. 
We’re making fun of it as therapy, and then 
lyrics come out. And that’s amazing. It feels 
empowering to sing these lyrics. 

Crow: I mean, “Internet Bitch” alone. We’ve 
never even met this person. Wow. 

Amber: “Internet Bitch” has taken on a life 
all of its own. It’s not a person I know. 
Crow: We made that whole song because 
Audrey was telling us about some post that 
this random person on her Facebook was 
making. It was funny shit. 

Audrey: Just several posts, just so angry 
with everybody—making weird statements 
like, “If you have air conditioning in your car 
then you can suck my dick!” And I thought it 
was so funny. 
Amber: It always evolves, too. We’ve had 
our own experiences with call-out culture 
and with critical discussion on the internet— 
what that looks like and being the internet 
bitch or experiencing the internet bitch. That 
has taken on its own life, for sure. Fatty 
Cakes for me in the beginning—when I was 
doing solo—it’s always been therapy and a 
different way to express; trying to bring joy 
to something that has so much pain. 

For me, my childhood had so much pain 
because I was a fat kid and I was really lonely. 
I didn’t have a ton of friends and I got bullied 
all the way to my senior year of high school. 
So when I started, the music I wrote was 
taking back the fact that I was raised in front 
of a TV. I wanted to take that even further 
‘cause when I was a kid, humor was a way to 
cover up the fact I was fat. It was a way to be, 
“Yeah, maybe I’m fat. Maybe you think I’m 
ugly. I think I’m ugly but I’m funny, right? 
I’m funny and now we’re friends because 
I’m fucking funny, though, right?” 

Staci: You are fucking funny. 

Amber: That was a thought I had as a child 
and not a thought I have now. But it’s a real 
thought people have and it’s okay. It’s honest 
to say I’ve thought I’m ugly from time to 
time and I wanted to show that ugly now 
more. I wanted to take humor from being 
a shield into being a vulnerability as well: 
crawling on the fucking ground, rubbing 
dirt on my face, having an engagement with 
the audience, saying things like, “You’re a 
witch” and pointing at each other. Laughing 
at each other and laughing at ourselves as 
a way to open up and be more raw. Show 
those wounds by healing those wounds, too, 
through laughter and honesty has been a big 
thing with performance, too. 

Staci: Yeah, when, I moved back into Fresno, 
I started hanging out with Amber again and 
taking her to solo Fatty Cake shows. 
Amber: I didn’t have a car back then. 

Staci: I’d be right up there in front, like, 
“Cool, it’s Amber! Yeahhh!” I just always 
loved your music a lot, your projects, like with 
Craig, the Zodiac Twins was really beautiful. 
There were always very melancholic lyrics 
from within—with that poppy facade on 
top of everything—but you’re talking about 
something that’s real, it’s genuine to you. It’s 
something that we all get to take in and say 
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“fuck you” to the world, make what we want 
out of it instead. 

Amber: I love you. We all make each other 
proud when we talk about each other. It’s so 
beautiful. 

Crow: These ladies are my fucking best 
friends. I would do anything. Kill somebody. 
Vishinna: Off the record. 

Crow: On the record. 

Amber: It’s been cool to involve all of these 
wonderful people into this therapeutic thing, 
to share with and engage an audience with— 
to take Fatty Cakes and make it the Puff 
Pastries. Make it to this community-feeling 
thing. It’s a girl gang. 

Crow: “She’s my sister. She’s my blood!” 
Candace: How has that resonated with adults? 
Vishinna: Ohhh! Well, my mom told me on 
the phone, “You better stop saying so many 
curse words.” There are at least two songs 
with no curse words coming out. 

Audrey: My dad said, “I love the music but 
you guys say a lot of bad words,” and my 
mom was just like, “Shut up.” 

Crow: When we played Catacomb Party 
and my mom and dad showed up, ee played 
“Tnternet Bitch” and I literally had to say, 
“Suck my dad’s dick.” 

All: [laughter] 

Amber: I also accidentally sang, “Suck my 
dad’s dick” right into a five-year-old’s eyes! 
[shocked laughter] So, we’re performing 
outside and somebody brought their kid. 
It’s a part of the song, I’m not changing it. 
I remember that happening and I went up 
to the mother later. I was like, “I’m really 
sorry. That was a moment I never want to 
live again.” And she was like, “You know 
what I told my daughter, ‘Hey, by the way, 
those are adult words and we don’t say them.’ 
And the daughter looked her in the eyes and 
said, ‘Mom, it’s art.’” And I was like, “Your 
daughter gets it, ma’am.” And so, beyond 
that, it’s a mixed bag with adults. They either 
love us or they don’t. That’s how it’s gonna 
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be either way. I think it matters who they are 
and where they come from, too. 

We’ve had people who come from 
the north side of Fresno and it’s weirdly 
segregated, both racially and financially, 
by streets. People up there, generally, are 
more conservative, white folk. So we’ve 
had commentary from people like that 
who say, “You should do this to change 
it.” And I’m like, “No, Susan. We’re not 
just some joke.” 

But on the other end of things we’ve had 
a lot of people, who want to be our friends, 
want to be in our girl gang, want to hang out 
at our practices, and are people who hit us 
up and are like, “I love this song,” and who 
think we’re doing great things. 

I think we have fans of all ages, 
Candace: But you change it at girl’s rock 
camp, right? 

Amber: I don’t sing that song at girl’s rock 
camp. There’s a reason! There’d be too many 
lines to change in that one. The title alone: 
“Internet Snitch.” 

Audrey: I’ve seen way older people coming 
to us and being literally blown away, like, 
“Whoa.” 

Amber: And we go to other cities and the 
support is outstanding and wonderful. 
Candace: How’s it different? 

Audrey: People know the words to our 
songs. Like when we go to L.A., the Bay, it’s 
amazing. Our shows are packed and people 
are moving. It depends on the shows in 
Fresno; certain places can be cool. 

Crow: The shows are always fun because 
of all our friends in Fresno, which makes it 
a good time as opposed—because the scene 
is so divided. There are people that will 
probably not come to a Fatty Cakes show. 
Audrey: They won’t. 

Crow: That’s fine. It’s better for everyone 
else. The shows are great. 

Amber: The support in the Bay, the support 
in SoCal has always felt so empowering and 
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so good. Hands down, the best experiences 
are always out of town for us. 

Audrey: We even played Arcata, which is 
so far away from where we live. It’s right by 
Humboldt. 

Amber: It’s probably sixteen hours away 
north. 

Audrey: People knew who we were in that 
town. We went to a bar after that show. People 
who. weren’t even at the show we’re like, 
“Hey, wait a minute. Are you Fatty Cakes 
And The Puff Pastries?” It was so weird and 
that guy gave us flowers. 

Crow: Staci and I got into an argument over 
Power Rangers that night. 

Audrey: That was our tour this year. 
Amber: We’re best friends. That happens, 
Crow: | didn’t realize I was being so adamant. 
I’m sorry, Staci. 

Candace: What's the furthest y’all have gone? 
Amber: Probably, Arcata. 

Crow: Sexually, or.... [Everyone bursts into 
laughter and screaming, ] I’ve gone to second 
base like two times. 

Vishinna: Good for you, Crow! 

Crow: I’m not ready for that slide to home. 
Candace: Oh my god. So how was recording 
with Alice? 

Vishinna: Oh my god, so wonderful. 

Crow: It was so much fun. It didn’t feel like 
any type of work stress. It was so much fun. 
It felt progressive. 

Amber: So much growth happened in these 
last couple of weeks because Alice came up 
to Fresno a month before for pre-production 
and to listen to it. She was really hands- 
on with us. She was so sweet and we are 
so grateful to her, and to Mark and Station 
House Studio, And Darkness the best dog in 
the world. 

Crow: Sister Darkness. 

Vishinna: I gave Darkness multiple names 
because I do that. Through the week, 
Darkness’s name was Midnight, Indigo, 
Moonlight. 
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Amber: For me it’s more of like what she looks 
like: a pygmy hippo, a meatloaf, a beaver. 
Audrey: She does look like a beaver. 
Amber: Especially when he picks her up. 
She has that raccoon tail. 

Stacie: Her paws are the fattest, cutest... 
Audrey: She has cankles. 

Amber: The only thing we did in the studio 
was pet this dog. So we don’t know what’s 
gonna actually be on the record. She had a 
back scratcher with her name on it. 
Candace: When I recorded with Alice earlier 
in the summer, Darkness would cry if you 
stopped petting her. 

Amber: Very upset. 

Audrey: We’re playing back and she’s 
like “howl.” She has that Mariah Carey 
whistle tone. 

Amber: Wait for that on the record. Not 
lying! But Alice! So, Alice was able to hear 
it and bring out melodies, for example, that 
maybe we weren’t hearing ourselves or not 
taking the step to touch those. I think that 
Fatty Cakes has just been all about attitude 
and feeling and she was able—I know that 
Audrey is classically trained... 

Audrey: I don’t know why you guys say 
that. I was like... in marching band. 

Amber: That’s classically trained! You 


were at school, you had the drums, you are 
classically trained. That is how! 

Candace: You guys make it sound like she was 
shoved in a closet and made to play violin. 
Amber: So she was classically trained, on 
the record. Ivy League marching band. 
Audrey: I was in jazz band, too. 

Crow: That’s some elite shit, girl. You gotta 
try out for that! 

Amber: It was just cool—to have someone 
who has the formal knowledge and I can talk 
to about notes and harmonies. I used to be an 
art student and now I’m not. I missed those 
critiques where they helped you grow. Alice 
is down to help you grow. She’s going to 
water your plants. 

Crow: I feel soooooo hydrated. 

Amber: She also really embraced our 
theatricality and brought that out in things 
where I was afraid to do those things or not 
sure. “Can I take it that far?” And she took 
it further. She brought more parts and places 
for everyone in the band to grow. Staci has a 
lot more vocals on this, which is so exciting, 
they’re so cool, they’re so good. Just things 
that are so cool. 

Everyone: Stacie shined! 

Audrey: I played some new instruments! 
Vishinna: But I don’t if you all know, but 





Crow is also classically trained. She was in 
the school choir. 

Crow: I’ve been in choir since the seventh 
grade. Second alto. 

Amber: There’s just a lot of playfulness. 
Audrey brought a bunch of different 
percussion into it. 

Audrey: Yeah! I played a mean tambourine. 
Everyone: Mean tambourine! 

Audrey: Alice was so impressed with that. 
She was so fucking impressive. 

Amber: Don’t forget the vibraslap! Oh, she 
slapped and rattled! 

Vishinna: I got to create a space sound on 
a synth! 

Amber: That’s what’s nice about working in 
a studio. It was a really cool new experience 
for us. We’ve done DIY recording which is, 
you know, “Do your best take and here ya go. 
I hope you practiced,” even though, honestly, 
Audrey and Vishinna are one-take musicians. 
Literally, be like, “Cool, that’s it. We’re done, 
great.” It went by so fast and I think we all 
cried at the end because we didn’t want to 
leave. It was so amazing. 

Vishinna: It was really beautiful. 

Candace: What genre are you? 

Vishinna: That’s a tough question. We 
usually just say a bunch of bands. 
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Crow: We usually just have to ask people, 
“What do you think?” then say, “I don’t care 
what you think.” 

Stacie: What I really like, Josie Wreck 
once said “riot pop,” which I think is 
good, right? I think if riot grrrl met B- 
52’s, Gravy Train!!!!, and Ru Paul’s old 
talk show from VH1. 

Crow: A little WWE? Someone said “pink 
Joy Division” once. 

Amber: | like it! I can see it with Vishinna’s 
bass lines. I feel like “2 Luvrs” is us definitely 
getting into pink Joy Division. 

Stacie: That was one of the first songs you 
did as the new incarnation of Fatty Cakes. 
Amber: Yeah, pop, punk, riot. We’ve had 
some songs with a little R&B, but I’d say much 
more now, there are some soulful elements. 
Candace: I was just teaching about girl 
groups today so I definitely think of you as a 
contemporary girl group. 
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Stacie: Doo-wop punk? 

Vishinna: We’re a girl group. 

Crow: Alien doo-wop. 

Candace: So, what’s next? 

Vishinna: I hope one day to tour with my 
best friends and go to different places and 
play this music, out of the state. Out of the 
country. Out of this world. 

Crow: We’re already out of this world, girl, 
let’s be honest. We’re living on planet Claire. 
Amber: We’d love to get on some festivals. 
With bands I want to see. More so for the 
hookah; I want it all. I want to eat my cake. 
Audrey: I think right now it’s just we finish 
the record. We’re going to see where it goes. 
We literally just finished it tonight. 
Candace: So this is the beginning of a new 
chapter? 

Audrey: Absolutely. 

Amber: The door feels... 

Crow: Can you say we reached our 
Charizard? 
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Amber: Solid Charmeleon. Charmander’s 
done but Charmeleon is solid. 

Crow: That tail is a light. 

Amber: The door feels wide open. 

Audrey: We have more music videos in 
the works. 

Vishinna: I even have a question for you all. 
What music videos do you want to make? 
Stacie: I always wanted “Panic Attack” from 
the start. 

Amber; I would love to do “Antifa Cakes 
(not my Puff Pastry)” as a cartoon, though. 
Everyone: Ohhhh! 

Amber: The main lyric is “Fuck you and 
your Neo-Nazi friends.” So, it’s pretty 
straightforward. 

Audrey: And its pre-Charlottesville. 

Crow: I mean, it’s been around for a while. 
For centuries. 

Amber: [singing] “The System is a lie 
thooooo00.” 





Stacie: This is pre-election, before Neo-Nazi 
was something that was in our mainstream 
verbiage. It’s mainstream now. And you can’t 
deny it anymore. 

Vishinna: The song talks about our own 
personal experience but it also is an overall 
conversation about what’s happening now. 
Amber: | think ending the white patriarchy is 
always going to be at the top of the list. That’s 
what it’s about, from all of our standpoints 
and our different perspectives in this band. 
Candace: That’s the interesting thing about 
being from somewhere that’s not a big city. 
I remember even when Obama was still in 
office and you guys came to stay here. We 
were talking about Neo-Nazis in the areas 
where we lived and that both of us had 
experiences. Orange County has tons of them 
but it’s because “the city” like L.A. or San 
Francisco has this fagade that everybody is so 
progressive and everybody is just getting along 
in this progressive fantasyland, whereas it’s 
not true. Nazis and racists are everywhere. 


Vishinna: And no one’s saying anything or 
talking about it or talking to them. 
Candace: Well, they are now. 
Vishinna: Because now it’s this thing. I 
feel like people are trying to run away from 
the idea that they might be a racist or they 
might be encompassing these things that help 
racism survive, so then they have to put on 
these shows. Like, when Richard Spencer got 
punched, everybody shared it. Like, “Oh my 
god, we’re so into this, right? Nazis should 
be punched in the face.” But it seems that 
people are okay with not enacting those same 
ideas off the internet. Silence is complicity. 
Amber: I think that is so relatable to so many 
scenes. I’m seeing this door being grasped 
and yanked open in a lot of communities and 
this is the time—we are talking about it now. 
Stacie: And that’s a good thing. 
Amber: Yeah, it is. Even the thing right now, 
talking about white patriarchy and all these 
white men in Hollywood doing all this stuff. 
More people are talking about it—#metoo 
and all that stuff. And if the conversation— 
definitely late—is going to be now, then it 
better be now. 
Candace: I want to start this question with 
Vishinna—because you brought it up earlier 
that you identified as a riot grrri—but all of 
you are fiercely dedicated to staying in your 
home locale and I can relate to that. What 
is that identity like—to occupy as a queer, 
anarchist-ish, black riot grrrl who is also 
seriously dedicated to your home town? 
Vishinna: Even just in my home it was a 
struggle just being different from the norm. 
“Okay, well, I must be a punk. I must be a 
radical. I must be these things because I’m 
not this thing that only...” [Crow hugs 
Vishinna] I love you Crow. 
Candace: I didn’t mean to out you as queer. I 
didn’t know if you identified as that. 
Vishinna: It’s cool. Yeah, I do because that’s 
who I am and I’m also open. I’ve been in an 
open relationship for nine years in February. 
Yeah, I’m a queer person and it’s just really 
cool to come from where I came from and 
still be able to be this person comfortably. 
It did take a while, not gonna lie. But, 
especially in this band, it just makes it so that 
my personality, my likes, and my desires can 
come out more than they ever could when I 
was at home. 

Ilove my family and they’re so supportive 
of me. I just had that shield up because I 
wasn’t like everyone else. I still am not like 
everyone else. I am now more comfortable 
with who I want to be and what I’m doing 
in life to achieve that. So what that means, 
being in Fresno, has been really hard, too, but 
growth happened. At first I was the one black 
girl at all the shows that Audrey wasn’t at. 
[laughter] 
Audrey: I was the half black, half Mexican 
girl at every show. Every single show. 
[laughter] Still true to this day. 
Vishinna: And, by the way, Audrey and I 
found out that we are also kind of related. Our 
cousins are related but we’re actually not. 
Audrey: Our cousins got married. My dad’s 
cousin and your mom’s cousin. 
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Crow: One thing to say about Fresno is it’s 
incestuous. ' 
Vishinna: We run into each other all day. 
Crow: Everybody knows everybody— 
somebody who knows somebody or has dated 
or is related to someone. But in punk scenes, 
it felt like it should be inclusionary but in all 
other aspects was very exclusionary. It was 
really cool to start seeing riot grrrl bands, 
like Audrey’s band, play because not only are 
women holding space but women of color 
holding space. And it’s all women in this band 
so it felt like—stuck in my mind starting to 
formulate—I could be this person out loud. 
I can be this person in front of everyone. So 
that’s how my experience was. Now that 
we’re in Fatty Cakes, I’m this person every 
day. I love it and you better love it! That’s 
how I got my empowerment back—Fresno, 
to me, I feel like a cheese grater. Like, you’re 
in the middle of a block of cheese and you’re 
being pushed through all these grates. But 
at the bottom you’re gonna be a beautiful, 
mushed up, finely sliced Gouda and it’s 
delicious to be honest. I’m really hungry. 
Candace: So for you all, what is the power 
in staying in Fresno? 


Crow: I personally love repping that Iam from 
Fresno. There is only one place that I could 
have been born and raised in my entire life, and 
that is Fresno and Clovis. I have met some of 
the best people in my life there, and I have also 
met some of the worst people in my life too. 
Everyone: [laughter] 

Audrey: That is a really good point. I feel the 
exact same way. 

Crow: But that’s my home. I can’t change it 
for the world and I wouldn’t want to. It’s so 
unique. Nobody else knows what it’s like to 
be from Fresno except people from Fresno, 
and that goes for any person and any city 
they are actually from. 

Audrey: Financially, it’s secure for me. 
Vishinna: And my family is in Fresno! 
Stacie: I lived in SoCal for a year and it was 
a different world. 

Audrey: There is amazing art in Fresno. 
Amber: And amazing people. There 
are spaces, and artists, and radicals, and 
revolutionaries doing great things in Fresno. 
We have Fres.Co which is this amazing latinx, 
POC queer space that we play at a lot which 
is actually for and by the community with 
workshops and conversations and classes. 





Audrey: Classes on what to do when the 
cops stop you! 

Amber: They’re having a radical college 
where everyone is taking turns teaching each 
other! We have our own histories with Fresno. 
At the same time we are interwoven in this 
community of people who all feel that and 
are all fighting for something more. I want to 
shout those people out. Amber Williams. 
Vishinna: Dallas. They were the first 
person who moved into the infoshop when 
I was there. He started a needle exchange in 
Fresno, and would ride his bike around the 
city and check in to make sure people were 
okay and healthy. 

Amber: Now he’s huge. 

Vishinna: Needle exchange is huge because 
of him. They get shipments to help with harm 
reduction in Fresno. 

Amber: I think, on the opposite end of the 
spectrum, Fresno just made being homeless 
illegal. We are also on the list for being one 
of the poorest cities in the country. 

Audrey: You can now get a $1,000 fine for 
“camping” or sleeping on the street. How are 
you going to pay that? Where are you going 
to go? 
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Crow: Recently, the police burned down 
all of the encampments in Fresno. Let that 
be known! 

Amber: One of our councilmen—I won’t 
say their name, the people I don’t like, 
I won’t put their names in my mouth— 
wrote a newspaper article saying to “get 
rid of the vagrants” and called homeless 
people vagrants. Once you hide your 
trash cans, where are all of these people 
going to go? Into the orchards to die? Our 
shelters are totally full, and the numbers 
that they are running in The Fresno Bee 
are totally useless. 

Staci: “They’re pissing on our playgrounds.” 
Wah! 
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Vishinna: There are people who have been 
around fighting all of this. There are people 
bringing up the community. Those people have 
been impactful to my life and to the community 
in general. Also, Fresno is a wonderful 
place—as much as there is negativity and 
racism and a lot of elitism or fat phobia—there 
is also art-making and muralists and amazing 
writers. A lot of our friends are teachers and 
educators. There are people out here fighting, 
impacting our community in a beautiful way. 
I am just glad to know them and proud to be 
from Fresno. I hope to one day inspire people 
to do better things, too. I want people to see 
us talking about Amber’s dad’s dick and learn 
how to talk about their space! [laughter] 
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Amber: I think that’s the new part of our 
story; focusing on all of those wonderful 
things, rebuilding that love, and opening our 
eyes. Like Mr. Rogers said, “We are looking 
to our helpers,” in our community who are 
helping us grow, helping each other grow 
even when these times feel really desolate 
and hard. 

Stacie: I know that I feel like I wouldn’t 
survive without the rest of you all. 
Everyone: (Uncomfortable laughter and 
emotionally charged head nodding. ] 

Stacie: This is the best part of my life. This is 
the most inspiring thing I get to be a part of. 
This band, you people, are my shield against 
the world. This is the place I get solidarity 
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with women in my community. That is what 
has been meaningful. I have met some of the 
most beautiful women in Fresno, and some 
trash garbage, too. 

Crow: One goddess’s trash is another 
goddess’s treasure! 

Vishinna: One more woman, Liz Soto, 
picked up doing Food Not Bombs, has been 
feeding the homeless on Sundays, and has 
helped bring food to people in our community 
who don’t have any representation and never 
get any space. Like Crow was saying, the 
homeless are literally getting what little 
things and spaces they do have set on fire 
by the police. Liz is a part of initiating that 
change, too. 

Amber: And she gives us the best presents. 
Crow: She showed up to our show in Santa 
Barbara with a 420BBSLUT shirt on. 
Amber: She got me a Sailor Moon mug. 
Crow: She got me hand-numbered beanie 
baby bears of Mick Foley and Stone Cold 
Steve Austin. 

Everyone: Yes! [cheers] 

Candace: Last question. What is a snack or 
beauty product that represents you, or best 
represents an energy that you are hoping to 
bring into your life? 

Amber: We are getting spiritual! 

[Everyone laughs. ] 

Crow: Like, I don’t wanna say beer because 
that sounds ridiculous, but, kind of. Red 
lipstick and beer. Or red lipstick and 
condiments, if that’s better for the children. 


Audrey: Cucumber. It’s my femme, it’s my 
food. It’s both. 

Amber: Avocado. Gotta get those good fats, 
you know what I’m saying? 

Crow: Anything I can dip into is my favorite 
food. 

Stacie: I will be a pink lipstick. And for a 
snack food? 

Crow: Oh Staci... 

Amber: She is a chicken... 

Crow: Chalupa..: 

Amber: Supreme... 

Crow: No sour cream! 

Amber and Crow: [together while clapping] 
Chicken chalupa supreme no sour cream! 
Staci: It’s damn true. On the record, I don’t 
like sour cream or mayo, so please don’t 
bring that shit near my face. I have to be a 
Hot Cheeto. 

Crow: Maybe Staci is actually an eggplant 
emoji. [laughter] 

Vishinna: I am a black lipstick. That is my 
jam. And, hmmm snacks? This is maybe the 
hardest question I have had to answer. 
Amber: She loves mixing sweet beverages. 
Vishinna: Yes, if I can make an Arnold 
Palmer out of whatever tea and lemonade 
with a little bit of juice, that’s my jam. Fruity 
flavors, mixed together. If I have 
Skittles, though, they’re going in an 
order, and I’m eating them in order of 
my least favorite to my most favorite. 
I love how the other black person in 
this band is eating Skittles right now. 








Amber: Audrey loves pickles! 

Audrey: They think I’m obsessed with 
pickles because once in a while I like a little 
whiskey in my pickle juice. ‘ 
Amber: My cosmetic of choice is deodorant. 
Old Spice Citron. 

Everyone: Ohhhhh! 

Crow: I use Old Spice Timber! 

Amber: A woods woman, if you will! And 
for food, I really have to go with cheese. If, at 
the end of the day I don’t have cheese, I just 
know that the day would have been better 
with cheese. I really do feel that. Alice Bag 
put me on a cheese ban for forty-eight hours, 
and I don’t know how I did it. Last night I 
thought about the lack of cheese that had 
been on my tongue as my head hit the pillow. 
But you know what? My sinuses feel clearer 
than ever. 

Stacie: Honey mustard is really good for a 
condiment. 

Vishinna: And ranch. Buffalo ranch. 

Crow: On the record. Shout out to Red Robin 
and those condiments. 
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Hardcore pioneers MDC, even after four decades, remain a go-to punk staple. This 
is perhaps truer than ever in the President Trump era. The band has navigated the 
genre’s ever-changing styles, remained focused on contemporary issues, and lived to 
see its slogan “No War/No KKK/No Fascist USA” (from their inaugural EP as the Stains) 
perfectly rebooted as “No Trump/No KKK/No Fascist USA.” They represent radical 
music as a form of endless conscience that never loses its edge. 

Singer Dave Dictor discovered punk’s anger mismanagement, irreverent style, sexual 

mix-ups, and fiery political intrigues in Austin during the waning years of President 
Carter and has become a totem of the movement by figuratively and physically trying 
to battle right-wing sentiments, animal torture and cruelty, sexist systems, violence 
against indigenous communities, and much more. 
His occasional cross-dressing and showbiz goofiness, like donning Elvis attire during 
uzzle that is his identity. And his 
wide-ranging lyrics, with biting 
humor fueled by passion, have 
mesmerized legions globally. 
In the meantime, the band’s 
music—a motley hybrid of pure 
hardcore wrestling with bits 
of metal, country roots, classic 
rock, rap, and now even opera—have remained vitalized by a changing lineup. 

The band tours incessantly. They recently purveyed both the punk scenes in Europe 
and Asia, where Dave photographed the sights and people for an ongoing online diary 
that sheds light on him: from his interests in elephants and architecture to food and 
customs. He has become a punk ambassador of the permanent party of dissensionand 
the seasoned, open-minded leader of the underground network where animal 
liberators and Antifa agitators convene. But he is also a spiritual entity, seeking to find 
solutions in kindness, not just in polemics. 
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David: Would you say Trump is more divisive 
than Reagan? 
Dictor: Reagan said things in coded 
language, like “states rights.” That flies over 
the heads of most people. Like state rights to 
have separate water fountains—that’s what 
that was all about. But Trump is basically just 
saying it in plain English, “Build that wall 
..» Mexicans are rapists ...” There’s no dog 
whistle there. 
David: Meaning, everything is loud and clear. 
Dictor: I would say he’s even worse for 
everything. If there’s anything good to be 
drawn from it, it shows basically what the 
Republicans are thinking, showing it without 
being too polite to say those rough words. 
But he’s the collective super-candidate for 
that Republican way of thinking, and it’s 
all out for the world to see. That’s the good 
news about it. What everyone is going to do, 
or if people will take responsibility and try 
to change it, boy, it’s beyond me. I’d like to 
feel somewhat positive. But I don’t know. It’s 
a matter of keep walking forward and doing 
the right thing, whether we feel like people 
get it or not. 
David: What did you think when Green Day 
sang the repurposed chant “No Trump/No 
KKK/No fascist USA” on the American 
Music Awards? 
Dictor: I was very proud for them. I know 
Billie Joe, and Tré was a young punk from 
north of San Francisco in Humboldt County. 
Ihad friends of friends who knew his parents, 
and he would come down to my house as a 
bright-eyed fifteen- and sixteen-year-old. He 
was playing drums for the Lookouts at the 
time. I remember one time I was going out 
of town, and he said, “Can I stay in your bed 
while you are gone?” And I said, “Go for it.” 
And I heard later he had a woman guest and 
lost his virginity [laughs]. You know, go Tré. 
To see, years later, them perform that 
made me feel good. They were speaking my 
words to a large audience, and of course they 
went on Jimmy Kimmel the next night—and 
a few other news outlets—and let people 
know that the song came from Dave Dictor 
from the Stains, and essentially MDC. I felt 
great about it. I have always rooted for Green 
Day. They were always nice to me. We played 
a few gigs with them back in the late 1980s. 
You know, they kind of went into that 
hyper-corporate Woodstock phase, but they 
also took a few bands with them, like Pansy 
Division, and some other bands that came 
from that Gilman Street scene. I don’t see 
them on a daily basis but I was aware they 
were doing a film with Corbett Redford. 
(Zurn It Around, about East Bay punk). I 
was very happy and proud that they put my 
song out there, and kudos to them for doing 
it. They could sit there safe on the wall like 
ninety-eight percent of the world does; they 
are the Dixie Chicks of our generation 
David: You just toured Asia recently—how 
are punks in the East dealing with conflicts 
that, maybe, Western punks are not?. 
Dictor: Indonesia and Malaysia are Muslim- 
majority societies, and the people coming 
to power in both countries have this Sharia 
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law. Some of the back-countries’ punks are 
actually getting kidnapped off the street and 
put into these re-education camps, where 
their heads are shaved, they work sixteen 
hours a day, and they un-punk rock them.. 

And the people we were hanging with 
at the Ponti Anarchist Collective in Jakarta 
were very aware of what is going on. At the 
house we were at, I did an acoustic show and 
talked. Kieran of the Restarts was there, and 
Jay Minton from Elected Officials, who we 
are playing with on the Fall 2017 tour was 
there, too. And right at the end of it, I saw 
some feral cats and went out to feed them, 
but ten minutes after we finished, the police 
came and raided the house and everyone had 
to sit there in. their place. I missed this, but 
they had everyone there for an hour. They 
took one of the heads of the house away 
and questioned what was going on, “Who 
were the bands from America?” They were 
definitely being watched and monitored. 
They are fearful from month to month about 
... When is it going to ratchet up to a more 
dangerous and violent situation? 

In the meantime, a lot of these people 
are very cool. They do a Food Not Bombs 
type of operation. They do a lot of outreach 
to poor people—clothing drives, food 
drives. They really have a lot of heart and 
soul. They won over my heart. They put 
on the show where we played for a couple 
thousand people outside in a big square. It’s 
acountry of 240 million people or something 
like that, and a big population of under 
twenty- and twenty-five-year-olds, and it’s 
a punk rock place. I would not be surprised 
if there are tens of millions of people who 
daily listen to punk rock music of one stripe 
or another, whether it’s the Casualties or the 
Dead Kennedys. You know, it’s a punk rock 
place. It’s incredible. 

David: Do you think that empathy, kindness, 
and sincerity are just as important as a 
political message? 

Dictor: It’s a two-fold thing. It’s a positive thing 
they’re throwing their energy into, but they also 
come from it. Nobody is wealthy in that 
society. Well, I mean a few people are 
wealthy, but the majority is making 
below the poverty line, so everybody 
relates to it. I saw Exploited-style 
punks with giant mohawks who 
didn’t want to talk about politics on 
one level or another, but they were 
all at the Food Not Bombs thing. 
They all seem to understand the 
economics and politics of food. 
Basically, not everyone gets enough 
of it. As apolitical as they appeared 
on one level, they were very political 

in the idea that they were hungry 
and needed something to eat. It was 
very interesting to visit Indonesia. 

It is a very complex place. A lot of 
violence spread out over a large area. 

I recommend it to anyone out there. 
David: Tell me about that special 
moment in the river while in Asia, 
when you were able to touch an 
elephant. 
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Dictor: I went to an elephant sanctuary there 
called the Happy Elephant Home. I went 
there like everybody else—I just wanted to be 
close to an elephant. They brought everybody 
in and gave us a bunch of bamboo cut up that 
you hand-feed to the mothers, and they had a 
bunch of baby elephants all around of them. 
And there was a bunch of elephants off in the 
distance just watching everything. You could 
see them there, like thirty, forty yards away. 

Then they had this opportunity for us to 
walk up into the jungle, and my bass player 
and I went. It was quite a walk. I would say six 
to eight miles. It took me three to four hours. 
My guide turned to me and said, “Dave, do 
you think you can make it?” [laughs] I said, 
“Yeah, let’s just go slow. I’m going to make 
it, don’t worry about me.” He was a very 
sweet man. By that time, it is early in the 
afternoon’... we had fed the elephants about 
nine or ten in the morning. 

Where we came down had this small 
river. And I was so hot, I just went off into 
the river and sat in it. It wasn’t a big river, 
just about fifteen-twenty feet wide, and it 
was about two-feet deep. I was sitting in the 
middle of it, and I kind of came in backwards, 
so I didn’t realize on the side of the hill was 
where all these elephants were hanging out. 
I didn’t pay attention much, but then I turned 
around and there was this big elephant. I came 
to learn that she was the oldest matriarchal 
elephant in the herd. She came very close to 
me, like ten-twelve feet away, sat down, and 
looked me in the eyes. I thought maybe this 
was one of the elephants staring at me while I 
fed the baby elephants with the young moms. 
You really get to touch and hold them, these 
playful little elephants. It’s a very sweet, 
sweet thing. They just want to sit in your lap. 
Of course, they are 200 pounds and rolling 
all over the place. So sweet. 

David: Then it happened? 

Dictor: And then she just looked me in the 
eye. Within a few minutes I saw everything 
from my past mother to all these different, 
matriarchal-type of faces. All these thoughts 











rr 


Pe 


® : ay &, Ba tng es? 3 
SOME INDONESIA AND MALAYSIA PUNKS ARE GETTING 
KIDNAPPED. OFF THE STREET AND.PUT.INTO THESE 
RE-EDUCATION CAMPS WHERE THEY WORK SIXTEEN 
HOURS A DAY; AND. THEY'UN-PUNK ROCK THEM. 








went through my mind. And I went through 
this simple, well, I don’t know how to 
explain it, other than a moment of bliss that 
went on for many minutes. It just was a really 
wonderful feeling, and then at a certain point 
one of the guys who was an elephant guide 





came over was like, “Please, please step 
away.” I said, “I’m okay, I’m okay.” He’s 
talking to my bass player Mike on the side, 
going, “This is crazy. You never know, you 
never know.” And I’m thinking, if this is the 
way I am going to go, then this is the way I 
am going to go. If I am going to get crushed 
by an elephant, screw it. I am going to die in 
Thailand, crushed by an elephant. 

I actually got up, and the elephant was 
there sitting down, so I started putting water 
on her forehead and her body. Then she takes 
some water and sprays us both, shooting 
the water out of her trunk. And it was so 
beautiful. At one point, she gets up, then the 
guide comes out, and he starts calling her 
name. “Moray, Moray!” She kind of steps 
back a little. I stand up. Mike comes over. It 
was a beautiful half hour. It was very, very 
sweet. I don’t know how to put it. It was one 
of those bucket list type of things. I wanted 
to go somewhere out in nature and be with 
some animals, 

David: And this urge came from? 
Dictor: My mom had a big love for 
elephants. I found myself with that same 
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love. They are just these giant creatures. 
We’ve all heard the stories about how 
reverent they are; how they seek bones of 
other elephants and stop. There’s something 
going on. I hope to go back to Thailand. I 
was just writing someone. They just wrote 
me and asked, “When is MDC coming back 
to Thailand?” We’re going to try and hook 
that up because we’re going back to Japan 
in January, and afterwards, going back to 
Thailand and playing a gig in Bangkok, and 
maybe in Chiang Mai, which is where this 
elephant sanctuary is near. 

It’s beautiful. It’s a very special place. 
Throughout Asia, I watch my p’s and q’s. 
I wasn’t going to do anything but look 
at everyone with respect. No wise guy- 
ishness, Well, at my age, that’s how I roll 
pretty much all the time, but I’m not going 
to go off on something in the middle of 
China, per se, because I just don’t know the 
etiquette, like “Don’t come to our country 
and pop your mouth off and get in the 
middle of our business.” 

But I felt very relaxed in Thailand. 
There’s a very deep, Buddhist tradition. The 
king, who had just passed in the last year 
or sO, was very conscious of poor people, 
conscious of the animals, and trying to 
protect the animals as much as he could. And 
it really ripples down throughout the whole 
society, compared to, say, China, where—it’s 
hard to explain exactly—but it just felt easier 
and sweeter in Thailand. I definitely think I 
found my home in Asia. 





David: I am worried about the right-wing 
taking advantage of young, lost, alienated 
people. Do you think being a teacher gives 
you a certain way of coming across to people 
who might be vulnerable, and coax them to 
your side? 

Dictor: I think that’s a great idea. I haven’t 
been doing any active teaching for eight years 
or something, but I know other teachers and 
professors, and yes, as you know, you make 
your mark with people and you try to deliver 
it as best as possible. 

It depends on who you’re dealing with. 

You try and get people to open their eyes to 
see the whole question in a way that they 
might not otherwise be, versus the Trump 
worldview and how simplistic it is. And to 
try and open that up is a strong and powerful 
thing. It’s information and knowledge that 
is going to stop this right-wing, the haters 
who want more power for the white race. 
It defies logic, but people still cling on to 
their ignorance. And if you expose it to the 
light, it’s hard for these people to continue. 
I think that’s our jobs as people who offer 
role models. That’s what teachers do, and 
that’s what people in punk rock do. 
David: You, Gary Floyd of the Dicks, 
and Randy “Biscuit” Turner of the Big 
Boys were on the cutting edge of queer 
consciousness back in the 1970s and 
1980s. Youth today are more tolerant of 
gay marriage. What do think caused that 
shift in the last thirty years for people to be 
more accepting and tolerant? 


Dictor: I’m so happy that American 
society—and as it shows in the polls, it’s 
mostly young people—have changed. For 
young people, it’s just the freedom to be 
who you want, a basic right to happiness. 
And the new generation kind of gets it. Why 
it happened in the leaps and bounds it did, 
I can’t necessarily speak to. I think it has 
to do with finding out that certain people 
they knew identify themselves as gay, and 
they were likeable enough that people said, 
“I wouldn’t mind sitting next to them on an 
airplane for two hours.” 

Then it becomes, “Do I want to get into 
people’s personal business and tell people 
what to do?” And it really was like, no, I 
want to mind my own business and let 
everyone worry about themselves, just like 
I would want for myself. I’m so happy, as 
I’m sure you are too, that the paradigm 
switch went from 65% to 35% against gay 
marriage to wherever it is now, like 60% to 
40% for gay marriage. It’s a very heartening 
thing. It’s one of those things that gives me 
a good feeling, to feel positive, that this is 
going to occur on other levels, like economic 
fairness, racism, on all these other topics. 
And it has happened in terms of racism. It’s 
hard to believe that fifty, sixty years ago 
they were arresting someone for marrying 
someone of a different race. Crazy, and that 
was the 1950s. 

David: But what about now? 
Dictor: They can hold their torches, and they 
can act like Donald Trump is the majority, 
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but they really aren’t. I just hope enough of 
us can stand with everyone else who wants 
to be on the right side of history, as they say, 
and move these social and political items 
forward to the point that gay marriage is 
over, in the sense that people aren’t even 
talking about it anymore. 

David: Because it is accepted. 
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Dictor: And gay adoption, too. Trans 
people are going through it. I know there is 
an incredible, disproportionate amount of 
violence against trans people. Death rates 
are very, very scary for people who are trans 
out there. It’s like somehow they accept you 
if you are gay, but trans is really upsetting 
them in a new way, and we just need to keep 
moving history forward in a positive way. 
That’s what we are doing, Dave. 

David: How did your Trump opera come 
about? 

Dictor: I joke about the opera, but the opera 
came about basically because Al Schvitz 
(drummer for MDC) was working on his 
Trump song, and I was working on my own 
separate Trump song. I had my vision of what I 
wanted to say, and Al had his vision of what he 
wanted to say. I came to practice late one day 
and Al and Russ Kalita, the guitar player, had 
come up with this folky beginning of the song. 
It was being played on a folk guitar when we 
were practicing it. They started combining the 
music, and once that started happening, there 
was no going back. 


Then we started merging the lyrics in a 
way to make it all so ... well, then I started 
getting into it. Like, I started seeing myself 
as a member of Glee—the TV show about 
the high school musicals—and this was 
my opus. I was going to sing the song, like 
“Build That Wall,” [Dave stretches out all the 
words in slow, escalating, high-drama style] 
and play it for all that drama and pomposity, 
give it all my might, in a good old-fashioned 
musical style, singing like I was Off-Off-Off 
Broadway somewhere. And then I just started 
saying it was my opera ... The opera is not 
over until Dave sings, or something like that. 
I just embraced it. 

We went on this tour to Europe this year, 
so we did it the first third of the tour, and then 
Al got sick. 

David: I recall all those worried posts on 
social media. 

Dictor: We were lucky we were there with 
Mike Smith’s (bass player) brother Jason, 
who came as our driver. He must have asked 
me forty times, “Can I come with you guys?” 
I’m used to hiring a European guy, ‘cause 





they know the ins and outs, they know where 
the cops are, et cetera. But then I was like, 
“Yeah, Jason wants to go, let’s bring him.” 
I was so lucky because he could fall right 
into guitar, though he didn’t know a lot of 
the MDC songs, per se, and then Russ could 
jump to drums from guitar. 

We were able to continue the tour, and I 
know you followed it. It was so punk rock— 
make-the-magic-happen, no matter what 
adverse situation you come under. And losing 
one of your four guys in the middle of a tour 
was pretty incredible, and to whip musically 
into shape to be able to perform it right down 
to the Mecca of punk rock festivals, the 
Rebellion Festival, was just gratifying on a 
whole new level. And I was just really happy 
I was able to perform. 

Now, we’re going out again, and Al is 
with us, and we get to perform it. With those 
shows with Jason, we didn’t attempt the opera 
because it’s a much more complicated piece 
to pull off than reaching back and dishing out 
one of the easier three chord songs. 

It’s fun to practice. 
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John: Do you consider yourselves a 
Minneapolis or St. Paul band? 

Mike: Minneapolis band just because that’s 
the scene that all the bands are from. I think 
to say St. Paul is to say it’s St. Paul versus 
Minneapolis. It’s more like Minneapolis area 
versus the Midwest or even nationally. 

Jim: It does seem like you’re picking a fight 
with Minneapolis if you’re a St. Paul band. 
John: I wasn’t sure if there was any city 
pride either way. You think of it more as just 
an inclusive Twin Cities music scene? 

Mike: I think so. 

Jim: Because Mike lives in Minneapolis and 
I live in St. Paul now. 

Mike: You only have pride when you’ve lost. 
St. Paul seems to have this pride. I guess that’s 
admitting some sort of defeat, but I don’t know 
what. Minneapolis never gets into it. 

John: How.did the band come together? 
Mike: First song ever written was just as a 
two-piece. I was playing baritone guitar and 
Jim was playing drums. 

Jim: That’s kind of why you got the baritone 
guitar was because, at first, we thought it was 
going to be a two-piece band. We had seen 
that band Vaz that we just loved. We had no 
idea what he was playing, but he was playing 
some kind of modified guitar. 

Mike: I thought it was a baritone. I saw it 
in a catalogue and then bought it. It sounded 
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nothing like it. I already bought it and it was 
all the money I had so that’s what I kept. 
Jim: That was back in 2001. 

Mike: Sept. 11, 2001 was the first song 
we ever wrote that made it into The Blind 
Shake, before we were ever really named 
The Blind Shake. 

Jim: When our buddy Dave came down from 
Duluth after finishing college, I switched 
to guitar, Dave got on the drums, and Mike 
stayed on baritone. Then we just learned how 
to write. This is still our first band, The Blind 
Shake, so everything we’ve learned has been 
in this band. 

Mike: Our first tours were with two cars. We 
went to Cincinnati through Peoria, Ill. The 
strategy was to hit the towns that Minneapolis 
is bigger than. This is back when you would 
call venues. You wouldn’t email. You’d send 
in a demo and call three months later. I would 
always call and they would want to talk about 
the Minneapolis scene. If they wanted to talk 
about The Replacements, I’d be like, “Oh 
yeah, totally into The Replacements.” If 
they wanted to talk about Hiisker Dii, “Oh, 
we’re totally Hiisker Dii fans.” But we were 
AmRep (Amphetamine Reptile) fans; we just 
went with whatever they were saying. We are 
actually not at all Replacements fans, so sorry 
to the booker of that Cincinnati venue. 

Jim: [laughing] That was back in 2003. 
When we first started, we couldn’t get 





shows in Minneapolis. We didn’t come from 
a scene. 

Mike: We didn’t know anybody here. 

Jim: Our friends weren’t in bands. It was 
just something we did after college. Not even 
the high school, college/post-college kind of 
fun time. It was something we did way after. 
We figured if we can’t get anything here we 
might as well go tour. That has kind of been 
our mindset. 

Mike: I think that for any young band, 
you probably won’t get a show right away 
in your home town. Especially if no one 
knows you, you didn’t come from a band, 
and if you’re brand new. Why would they 
give you a show? You try to go where you 
get some sort of break and then do well and 
keep coming back. 

Jim: On tour you’re kind of—I don’t want to 
say exotic—but you are definitely different. 
Mike: And meeting bands that want to 
show trade. Show trading still happens, but 
definitely not as much. 

Jim: That was our bread and butter early 
on. It was so fun to meet these bands from 
wherever they were coming from. When 
we did start to get Minneapolis shows, the 
booker would put us with bands that were on 
tour because they knew we wanted to tour. It 
was a nice connection. 

Mike: If we could, we would link itup through 
bands. The shows went better through bands 
instead of through booking people. That still 
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holds up for us. We had a booking agent for 
a while and it would be better money shows, 
but it didn’t really help attendance. We 
noticed that when you get with bands that are 
like-minded that’s really... 

Jim: More of a connection. 

John: Social networking that’s actually social. 
Mike: Yeah, exactly. 

Jim: Then we realized that’s what we were 
about. We wanted to play with bands that we 
liked. At the end of the day, whether there are 
a lot of people or not, when you connect and 
you’re thinking the same thoughts, in a way, 
it just feels better. It feels like you actually 
accomplished something. 

Mike: We would play with these bands that 
were part math rock, part emo. I’ve been 
seeing more shows like that. I can’t believe 
it’s coming back. It was so bad. That’s who 
we’d always play with. Then finally in Eau 
Claire we got the show with this band from 
Madison called Vox Humana and we hit it 
off. I think that was the first time we played 
with a like-minded band. So we toured with 
them in 2003. We booked a five-week tour. 
Two unknown bands—they had a 7”; we had 
a CD-R—and we toured five weeks. One of 
the weeks was just driving around. There 
were no shows. [laughing] 

Jim: Sleeping in the station wagon. 

Mike: Yeah, we had a station wagon with a 
trailer. Three of us slept in the back of the 


station wagon. They had more of a regular 
van. We’d make like thirty bucks a show 
between the two bands, but I think gas was 
more like $1.99. 

Jim: Yeah it was pretty cheap. We were older 
when we were doing this; we were in our late 
twenties. It wasn’t like this kind of road trip 
fun thing. 

Mike: I was twenty-six for sure. 

Jim: Yeah, I just turned twenty-seven. 
Mike: I remember that other band on that 
tour they had a guy who just turned twenty- 
one. He’s like, “Man, you guys are so old.” 
[laughing] 

Mike: I’m thirty-nine now. I’ve always felt, 
and I think Jim has too, old in the scene. Now 
as I get older it doesn’t matter. 

Jim: We’ve always felt like this. 

Mike: I could be one-thousand and feel old 
in the scene. At some point, it just becomes 
totally accurate. 

Jim: And a little bit not connected to anybody. 
Just a little bit our own kind of thing. So, it’s 
kind of worked. 

Mike: We would get an album out so we 
could go on tour. We didn’t ever set it up like 
you really should with getting all the PR or 
some sort of hype a little bit ready. Get the 
record known and then go on tour. We would 
just leave for tour; barely get the records 
the minute we left. Nobody knew we were 
coming. Then what happened was we just 





had to develop a reputation as a live band 
first. Then we’d go anywhere and we’d have 
great fans that would come no matter what. 
But we never had any type of business sense 
that ever paid off. 

John: I imagine touring early on helped with 
getting your live show down. 

Mike: Yeah, because if you can entertain the 
bartender and the floor tiles and all of the 
members of the other bands that you played 
with, that’s a huge victory. 

Jim: We never had anything to lose. There 
was always a lot of frustration too. How far 
we would drive and there are just a couple 
people. Sometimes just to entertain ourselves 
the show got wilder. Even just our early 
practices before we had shows we were 
breaking things. 

Mike: Yeah, we’d smash our gear in practice 
back in the day. 

Jim: It was just a really cathartic thing. 
Mike: We had muscle shirts that I got so we 
could officially put the band name on it with 
a little drawing that said The Blind Shake. 
We wore The Blind Shake muscle shirts at 
practice and smashed our gear pretending 
there were people there. Keep in mind, we 
were out of college using our imaginations. 


[laughing] 


RAZDRCAKE 59 


Jim: We would play in show formation, not 
in a circle looking at each other but playing 
at the wall. 

Mike: Sometimes, my now wife, she would 
put on her headphones and just sit there. I’d 
be like “What do you think of that one?” 
She’d be like, “Mmm hmm, good.” She is 
still not into the music we do. 

John: You guys did collaborations with 
Michael Yonkers and John Reis. Did you 
find that those projects had an effect on 
your music or helped shape the songwriting 
process in anyway? 

Jim: Definitely. I think right away with 
Yonkers because we hadn’t been a band for 
that long yet. I think we were maybe a bit 
more malleable with Yonkers when that was 
first happening. I know John Reis chose to 
work with us on a surf record because he 
liked some of the surfier stuff we were doing. 
Whereas, with Yonkers, we were huge fans 
but I don’t know how much was coming 
though in our music until we actually played 
with him. The way Yonkers writes songs and 
the way it made us work together, I definitely 
think a groove came out of that—and a lot 
more simplicity. 

Mike: And the way he would go through 
the set. Fourteen songs, we would play each 
one once and then go to the next. All the way 
through the set then go back and do the whole 
thing. He would keep going and always stay 
positive. Practices were more productive. 
Jim: We were destructive and would over- 
think things. 

Mike: Yeah, definitely our first album 
(Rizzograph)—and even the first songwriting 
process—we would really analyze the crap out 


of it. Our early stuff has more part changes, 


so to a young musician you think that’s really 
intelligent, showing your musicianship, but 
really it doesn’t do anything for the song. We 
learned that with Yonkers. Just serve the song. 
Jim: And what does that song say, what is 
the thing of that song? That’s kind of it, and 
when you want the next thing to happen 
you can write another song. That got us 
having way more fun as songwriters. Once 
we started working with Michael we started 
getting more productive as a band. 

Jim: John Reis works different. I think 
his strength is seeing the overall song as a 
producer. Seeing all the different parts to 
one thing and how you can come back to a 
part. How one little thing changes the details. 
It’s not tedious with him at all; it’s fun and it 
really engages you. 

Mike: Michael never once showed the idea 
of a song. He just showed us his part, which 
was insane to figure out. He never once said, 
“Play this instead of that.” So that was what 
was really wild because here’s a guy who 
we were really nervous to even talk to and 
he gave us complete freedom without even 
knowing us, He just heard us and he’s like, 
“Okay they have the thing I’m looking for,” 
so he had complete faith in us. With Reis we 
wrote “Zulu As Kono” on that album. 

Jim: And “See Saw.” 

Mike: The rest were all songs Reis showed 
us, pretty much as he designed them. They 
would change as he heard the amps in the 
room, or we’d notice parts that clashed. Just 
little minor details. 

Jim: We’d bring in another guitar tuning 
sometimes. 
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Mike: One thing that was different with 
Reis was that he did have a part written for 
Jim but we told him ahead of time that Jim 
doesn’t play standard guitar. If he goes into 
Guitar Center, he looks like the worst guitar 
player in there. Then when you get him in his 
element and his own tunings, I feel like he’s 
the best guitar player. He’s one of my favorite 
guitar players in general. Don’t take him to 
Guitar Center to do pinched harmonics; he 
won’t know how to do it. That’s where Reis 
was like, “I need to let this guy be himself.” 
Otherwise why have The Blind Shake? 

Jim: Reis was really receptive to that. There 
were a couple things that I couldn’t quite 
get and I'd say, “I think you should just play 
guitar yourself on it John; I just can’t do it,” 
and he was like “No, I want it to sound like 
you, man. I want it to sound like how you 
play the guitar.” So I just kept working until 
I got something. 

Mike: Then the song “Brown Room,” there’s 
really no way to make it sound like The Blind 
Shake. It’s the kind of acoustic one that had a 
video. That one you just sat in the hotel and 
learned it; we would already have eight- to 
ten-hour practices. 

Jim: He worked so hard. It was really intense. 

Mike: Yeah, the Yonkers practices are not 
intense at all. I like both styles. 

Jim: Both styles are great. I think in the 
long run it still adds into what we’re doing, 
or what we have been doing on the last 
couple records. 

John: That leads to my next question. You 
guys have recently spawned three different 
side projects: Shadow In The Cracks, Jim 
And The French Vanilla, and BLAHA. Do 











you find these projects allow you to explore 
a different approach to songwriting, or songs 
that might not fit with The Blind Shake? 
Mike: I would say some French Vanilla 
songs and some BLAHA songs could have 
easily been Blind Shake songs, but the 
purpose of both those bands were for Jim 
and me to find our own voice when we’re 
by ourselves. Lyrically it’s pretty important 
for me—and I think musically—to try new 
things. Sometimes it might get worse before 
it gets better. There’s a certain standard 
for The Blind Shake. I think to explore, 
you have to try things that are out of your 
comfort zone. I don’t necessarily want that 
to be the next Blind Shake album. I just put 
out a tape that’s six songs. Recorded them 
and sent them to a tape guy. Now they’re 
online and there’s zero pressure. I think 
that’s important for me. 

Jim: I think we both got so used to writing 
together that when we listen I’m like, “Who 
is singing here? I don’t even know.” For me, 
it’s to hear my voice, but then who do I want 
in the band? Mike’s playing bass and drums, 
so it ends up kind of being The Blind Shake. 
Mike: French Vanilla stuff we did in here 
on the tape machine. Jim would come in and 
show me the song and then he’d have a beat 
concept sometimes on his iPhone. He would 
show me that and I’d just play it but in a full 
kit version. 

Jim: Then Shadow In The Cracks could 
easily be a Blind Shake record. But it just 
sounded different. The full drum set wasn’t 
set up one day after we’d gone on tour and 
we just kind of wrote a song that sounded 
unique without any drums. So much so 


that another song came from it and another 
one. It’s like, “Let’s just do a quick thing 
that’s not The Blind Shake one time and 
see what kind of direction we can go.” 
Our instruments were still the same, same 
tunings. So it kind of has a flavor of it, but it 
definitely felt like a different mindset. 
John: In Shadow In The Cracks, the 
simplicity of the stomp beat really brings out 
the blues in the music. 

Mike: That’s something a lot of people 
don’t mention is the bluesy-ness, but a lot 
of our stuff, even the surf stuff, will actually 
be capped off by the blues scale. Then when 
you add kick, snare, and a different beat, it 
disappears a little bit. You still feel it—but you 
don’t really know why—but it’s obvious that 
it’s just a simple riff. Shadow In The Cracks 
allowed me to bring out more melody in the 
vocals because what I’m doing is so simple, 
and we’re doing call and response stuff. 
Instead of being overwhelmed with sound, 
which always works live. On a record it’s a 
little bit of ear fatigue. A lot of people say, 
“I can listen to half of a Blind Shake record 
and I’m super pumped, but then tomorrow 
I’ll listen to the other half.” Shadow In The 
Cracks you can listen all the way through. 
Jim: It’s way more minimalistic. We got 
to explore Mike’s vocal stuff—which is 
cool to see that go in a whole different 
direction—and I felt like I got to do a little 
bit more on the guitar in a way, or just 
kind of explore a little bit more. Without 
all the cymbals and floor toms, I think 
the intricacies came out better; you can 
hear some of the tunings better and the 
nakedness lends itself to the music. 





Mike: That is one thing, Jim’s different 
tunings sometimes don’t come across in 
The Blind Shake when everything’s full out. 
With Shadow In The Cracks I’m playing 
more like a tick-tacky bass so then all his 
guitar work is heard. The Fly Right album 
is all 8-track recorded, it’s very crushed. It 
sounds fun and interesting, but at the same 
time you can’t always tell what the hell is 
going on. It was intentional at the time but 
then later were like, “Oh, we kind of buried 
that tuning.” 

John: I see you had a different drummer in 
The Blind Shake, Karl DeBeast. 

Mike: Yeah, he did an American tour with us 
and then a European tour. 

Jim: Helping us tour the Celebrate Your 
Worth record. 

John: Working with a different drummer, did 
that change the dynamic of the band or move 
you in any direction? 

Mike: All that stuff was already written. 
Dave played it and wrote his parts, so Karl 
was jumping into the band with songs ready 
to go, and he’s a really talented drummer. 
Live, when there’s more of a jam time, he 
has his own style. 

Jim: It’s really cool, a different groove. It 
was fun for us to have a different feel on the 
drums for a while. It was interesting to have. 
Mike: It was kind of fresh on tour for us 
with a new member because it was the three 
of us for fifteen years. I imagine it’s like 
how when people clock into a job, seeing 
the same people, you don’t really say good 
morning to each other at some point. That’s 
kind of where it was getting with all three of 
us. Even as brothers. Then we kind of got 
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away from what Jim and I liked to do, which 
is long drives and listen to music. 

Jim: Talk the whole time. 

Mike: Usually we get sore throats on the 
road from talking to each other over the 
music. I think that’s a lot for Dave to take, 
for anybody really. But he had a kid— that’s 
really the reason—but even then, it was kind 
of like... 

Jim: Something maybe needed to change. I 
think that’s why we’ve been able to be a band 
for so long, working with Michael Yonkers 
and Jon Reis, and learning to home record. 
Having that kind of direction. It’s always kept 
things kind of interesting. Different areas or 
different phases of our band. 

John: Pulling you out of your comfort zone 
and trying something new? 

Jim: Yeah. Last month we worked with 
Shannon Selberg from the Cows. He came 
in here and played a few songs with us. It 
was basically a Shadow In The Cracks set, 
with a couple modified Blind Shake songs, 
and we wrote a song with him. It was just 
an interesting experience. He comes from a 
whole different scene. His stories and music 
was really fresh to hear. It was really cool. 
Mike: It’s amazing how Zen that guy is. You 
just don’t get that vibe when you see him on 
stage. I worked at First Ave. for a while and I 
would see him come to a show. I never once 
said “hi,” and I’d try to avoid eye contact 


because I just didn’t want it to be ruined. ~ 


Like if he’s a dick to me or something, so I’d 
just keep my distance. He’s kind of creepy 
too, but in an entertaining way. He’s odd and 
different, but he’s super interesting and very 
philosophical and holistic. He had a Zen, 
peaceful approach. He didn’t want to kill the 
centipede that was in the room. I wanted to 
burn this place to the ground, you know? Just 
a different approach. 

John: Do you guys have passions or creative 
outlets outside of music? 

Jim: I paint and do collages. I try to do that at 
least every other day. Something new. 

Mike: My other hobby is acoustic music. 


I’ve been working on an acoustic album 


with Christy Costello who played in Pink 
Mink. That’s my other outlet, but it’s the 
same thing; it’s just a different person. 
A lot of it is just myself, with even more 
introspective lyrics. Maybe not the best 
outlet. I’m trying to bike more. I can be in 
this room for sixteen hours and not even 
know if I accomplished anything. The next 
day I have eight brand new songs that are 
completely finished. The next time I come 
back I’m like, “Where are those songs?” 
It’s almost like you have imaginary friends, 
and those are my songs. It’s becoming 
unhealthy, I’d have to say. Maybe I could 
take up painting, but Jim’s frustrations with 
painting seem the same as songwriting. 
Jim: It’s the same. [laughs] 

Mike: Anything artistic, your outlet should 


be physical and something present tense. 
Maybe jumping out of airplanes. 

Jim: Something not so introspective. 

Mike: Yeah, something where you cannot 
think, you only have to react. Pogo stick, I 
don’t know. I’ve got to live in the present just 
to survive at this point. That was deeper than 
I meant. [laughs] 

John: You guys have jobs when you’re not 
touring? 

Mike: I work as a substitute teacher, and now 
I agreed to do a year full time as a teacher’s 
assistant for a school on the east side of St. 
Paul. I still work as a door guy but am trying 
to get out of that because when things go bad 
the stakes are so high for such little money. 
I’ve done that where you tackle a guy to the 
ground, he hits his head, and he’s out cold. 
How is this worth it? Ten bucks an hour and 
you could kill a guy. 

John: What subject do you teach? 

Mike: My licensure is for grades five through 
twelve language arts, but right now I’m with 
second graders. I love it because their lives 
are so hard. I can’t complain because they 
go through more just getting through school 
than I go through in my whole life. I think 
that the present tense helps me. I help them 
and I feel better, but it’s exhausting. 

Jim: I work at a coffee shop and sell paintings 
and collages from time to time. 

John: Hence The French Vanilla? 

Jim: Yup, actually Mike back in the day used 
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to get these French Vanilla Italian sodas, so 
it was going to be set up as a two-piece, Jim 
And The French Vanilla, Mike being The 
French Vanilla. 
Mike: I didn’t start drinking coffee until you 
got Dave and I hooked in Portland off level 
three espresso. Sometimes it’s time to sleep, 
but Jim doesn’t do naps. Sometimes I get 
up and I do my workouts on tour and he’s 
just lying in bed staring. [laughing] He’s still 
waiting to go to bed, he’s got his earplugs in, 
staring at the ceiling, I’m like, “I don’t even 
want to go into that dark abyss.” 
Jim: [laughs] Jeez. 
Mike: How old was I, thirty-something? 
Jim: Thirty-three or thirty-four, that’s when 
you started drinking coffee. 
Mike: But then we were like, “Whoa, we’re 
onto you. This is so easy to be always up.” 
Jim: Dave was like, “This is like a drug.” 
[laughing] We had so much we were just 
laughing. 
Mike: But espresso is better before shows 
than Red Bull. Anytime I have two or three 
Red Bulls before a show, usually with 
espresso, it’s pretty bad. Like the Pizza Luce 
guitar throw. I threw the guitar to a crowd 
of a couple thousand people. I got fired up, 
but then we tried a new song. I forgot the 
words, and I think I was a half-step down 
the whole time. 

So, it was just a meltdown sonically. I 
tried to get these guys to cut and they kept 


playing. Then we stopped and we went to the 
next song. But because I had melted down 
so bad I had forgotten the words to that one. 
So, I took the guitar high and the chord was 
still in, so it came down and hit Dave on 
the shoulder. I didn’t mean to do that, so I 
unplugged it and just launched it about forty 
yards. It was as far and as high as I could 
probably throw it. Z, the sound woman for 
Shellac, caught it. 

Jim: Yeah, with one hand. 

Mike: I could’ve killed somebody. I quit in 
the microphone, I was like, “I have mental 
health problems,” and just fucking quit, and I 
left. Jim looks at me like... 

Jim: “Can you take down my stuff so I don’t 
look like that weird uncle at Christmas?” 
[laughing] 


Mike: Yeah it was like that, I mean I can’t go 


back out there. 

Jim: But that’s too much Red Bull. 

Mike: Where espresso is not that way. Was 
that my point? [laughing] 

Jim: That was a dark moment. 

John: Aside from coffee and talking, do you 
have other activities you like to do on tour? 
Jim: We used to play football. 

Mike: I had coached football and played in 
college, and I would draw plays for us. Like 
route combinations. 

Jim: We were getting good, like formidable. 
Mike: We had signals, we all knew each 
position. 


Jim: People would challenge us. We'd be 
playing in a park or wherever. 

Mike: They’re still talking about it in 
Youngstown, Ohio. 

Jim: Yeah, Youngstown. 

Mike: Three bros. 

Jim: Frat guys, kind of. 

Mike: They’re out trying to kick field goals. 
We show up and these guys are like, “You 
want to play?” We say, “Sure what are the 
teams?” We’re trying to be friendly and 
they’re like, “Us versus y’all.” So, we tore 
them up. 

Jim: They didn’t expect it from band dudes. 
Mike: And we looked like band dudes. We 
had Chuck Taylors on at the time, they had 
whatever sort of Under Armour. When we 
were leaving, they were trying to kick these 
forty-yard field goals and then Jim kicks a 
forty-yard field goal and we left, [laughing] 
and they’re like, “Goddamnit!” 

Jim: But that’s what we’d do and we just had 
all day. A lot of times our shows would either 
not necessarily fall through, but we would 
have gaps in between shows, and we would 
just set up camp in a town. Find a coffee shop 
and a place to eat. We'd sleep in our station 
wagon and hang out in a park all day. 

Mike: Then as things got better we had load- 
in times, we had sound check, we had friends 
we’d go visit. So, we got away from throwing 
the football last couple tours. Then in Europe 
you can’t find a football. 
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Dirge Of Escapism 
PRIMAL RITE has been named “One of Stereogum’s 
40 Best New Bands of 2017”. Lambgoat says the 
album is “poised to be one of the most crushing 
debuts of the coming year.” Color vinyl, digital 
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-MODERN WARFARE- 


Complete Recordings and More LP 


Fast n’ furious Long Beach, CA speed punk 
from 1980-1983. Modern Warfare’s complete 
vinyl output, along with tracks by The Moderns 
(pre-Modern Warfare 1979) and home demos 
by band-leader Jimmy Bemis. Newly remastered 
by original producer Geza X. Includes download. 





RECORD LABEL & SPECIALTY MAILORDER 
FOR 70s-80s KBD PUNK, PROTO PUNK, 
GARAGE & POWER POP REISSUES 
~ PLUS LOTS OF USED STUFF! - 
Info and Orders: RerunRecordsSTL.com 


or at Discogs - Seller ID: jasonrerun 
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A COLLECTION OF HARDCORE CLOTHING 
Author: Orhun Oner 
Features the colorful T-shirts that were bought and sold in the 
sweaty clubs of the 80s and ‘90s. Contains pictures from Oner's 
amazing Collection, plus stories from the people behind the design 
and production like Porcell, Dan O'Mahony, Walter Schreifels, Rick 
Rodney, Greg Bennick, Mike Hartsfield and so many more! 

200 PAGE BOOK OUT NOW! 
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CRIPPLED YOUTH 


Join The Fight 
Before they were called BOLD, this K-Town mosh 
crew was known as CRIPPLED YOUTH. Join The 
Fight was their debut EP and this is the first time be- 
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John: Do they give you a soccer ball? 
Mike: Yeah and that doesn’t spiral very well. 
[laughs] 

Jim: The sound checks are so serious there, 
the dinner is definitely serious, especially in 
France. The food is so good you want to get 
there. It’s pretty much timed out where you 
drive all day, get there, sound check, eat, and 
then it’s right to either the hotel or the hostel 
or whatever it is for the night. Not the ragtag 
thing that we used to do. 

Mike: It feels more professional in that 
way, like what you picture pro bands do, but 
that part is-a little less fun. You have less 
free time. 

Jim: I miss those old days. Some parts about 
it when you’re doing it you’re like, “Oh, if we 
can get a sound check, a meal from the venue, 
and a hostel or hotel. Could you imagine 
that?” Then you look back and remember 
when we used to sleep in our van. Some of 
the most comfortable nights I had were in the 
van when the rain is coming down on the tin 
roof, the wind is just swaying it a little bit. 
Little black curtains that we made blocking 
out the street light from the Wal-Mart 

Mike: Yeah, Wal-Mart was pretty good for 
that. 

Jim: They would let you sleep in the parking 
lot and you could get up and brush your teeth 
or whatever. 

Mike: It’s tough to explain to your wife 
when you get home and say, “I want to be in 
the van.” [laughs] 

Mike: Usually it would be the two Blaha 
brothers on the outside facing the window 
side, and Dave for whatever reason felt 
really comfortable upside down facing the 
no oxygen side. 

Jim: Yeah, he could take the claustrophobic 
space. I was always impressed by that. 
John: Do you have favorite time of year to 
tour? 
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Mike: Fall. 

Jim: Fall. Yeah that’s touring time. When the 
leaves start to change I kind of get nervous, 
like we’re supposed to go out on tour. 

Mike: It starts with back in the day with 
school. You get nervous with fall. You think, 
“T got to go back.” 

Jim: Summer’s done. Now it feels like we’re 
supposed to go on some adventure. 

Mike: BLAHA band is going out for two 
weeks. There’s that same feeling. This is 
going to be new so it’s going to be like, 
hopefully, not complete early days. I at 
least know all the things you can possibly 
do right and wrong. Then give it its best 
chance to be successful, but I don’t have 
the same expectations I do with The Blind 
Shake, which I do have to say takes the 
pressure off. Then you don’t have like 
frustration if something didn’t go well. 
Jim: That disappointing feeling. 

Mike: Even if you lose money, it’s just fun 
playing our songs and then going back home. 
Jim: Every time we would come home 
from those tours before we would drop each 
other off, we would just park and have those 
moments of, “Was that worth it? What did 
we just do? That was insane.” Some of the 
shows were so fun and some that just maybe 
didn’t exist. 

Mike: I think it’s casino-like payouts. It’s 
the same addiction of a casino where they 
intentionally hook you. It’s the random 
reward. It’s like a five-to-one ratio. You 
have five bad days, because you have 
Sunday through Thursday, and then you 
have Friday and Saturday. Then all of 
the sudden that Friday and Saturday go 
terribly. You’re like, “Man, this isn’t worth 
it. That’s seven bad shows in a row.” Then 
you have an amazing Monday show and 
you’re like, “You know what? We were 
meant to do this.” 
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Jim: It’s all about the Mondays. We’re a 
Monday night band. [laughs] 

Mike: Then Tuesday rolls around and you 
realize that no other bands are on the bill. 
There’s way more failure than success, but it 
is the success that keeps you going. 

Jim: Things are way different now. Things 
have been really good with shows. Bands are 
on the bill with us. [laughs] 

Mike: Now with success you keep chasing 
it because now we have people there. 
We have great bands that we’re playing 
with. We have free food and a hotel. My 
thing now is usually getting obsessed 
with the sound. I get upset when venues 
don’t take the time to do room treatments 
in their place. It could be anything, or 
personal inner band issues. There’s always 
something to keep chasing. 

Jim: It’s a monk-like existence sometimes. 
To keep going you have to pull back a lot and 
try to think of the bigger picture. Or just stay 
totally in the present in the healthiest way. 
One of the two. 

Mike: It’s still this underground art form that 
you kind have to kick down doors constantly 
more than be invited. 

John: You mean rock’n’roll in general? 
Mike: Yeah, I would say rock’n’roll and 
punk in general. It’s just a weird thing. I don’t 
know why that drive still exists. It should just 
go away, but it doesn’t. Some people who 
are into rock’n’roll think that’s a positive 
and everyone else in your life says that’s a 
negative. I go back and forth. 
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Dean Beddis has been a familiar and 
charismatic part of the DIY punk scene 
in the U.K. since the early ‘BOs. From 
the Cowboy Killers to his current band 
Bad Sam, he has annihilated stages 
across the country for decades. | grew 
up in the arse end of England and finding 
out about underground punk was like 
doing a Rubik's Cube in the dark. 


In 1986, |came across a copy of MARR 
and started writing to bands all over the 
world. One of the first people | wrote as 
a spotty, awkward fourteen-year-old was 
Beddis. He always found time to write, 
do mix tapes of obscure USA bands, and 
send shirts and records. 


He called my Mum and Dad and 
invited me to visit Wales that summer. | 


started visiting him every school holiday, 
for years. He would take care of me, 
take me to gigs, put my friends up, and 
buy me food and drink. He helped me 
get away from my shit life, always telling 
me I'd be okay. Thirty-one years on, we 
are still the best of friends and he is 
still like a big brother to me. His life has 
been a roller coaster, but he has always 
been there for friends and family. I'm 
glad to be part of telling his story. 


Over the magic of Skype, | sat 
down with Beddis for three hours. We 
covered everything from his early days 
growing up in the Welsh valleys, right 
up to him being fifty-two with six kids. 
What follows is an edited version of our 
lengthy conversation. 
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Birth and Early Life 


I was born in ‘65 in a Salvation Army 
hospital in the docks of Cardiff. My motherran 
away from home because I was illegitimate. 
My Dad was in the Army. We moved round 
the world: Hong Kong, Northern Ireland 
when the bombs were going off in the early 
1970’s. We lived in Ballykelly right round 
the corner from where the Undertones were 
from. We were all over the country, then 
moved to Ebbw Vale in the Welsh valleys 
when I was twelve in ‘77, after my Mum and 
Dad split up. 

That was the first time I ever saw punks 
and coal miners. I found out who my real Dad 
was five years ago. I didn’t know the soldier 
wasn’t my real Dad. I didn’t get in touch with 
my real Dad for forty-seven years. The cunt 


died on the toilet! Me and my brother went up 
and buried him on Elvis’s birthday. He was a 
big Elvis fan. A friend of mine I’ve known 
for twenty-five years got in touch recently, 
and turns out, he’s my fucking brother! I 
have another brother and sister I don’t know 
and we used to live in the same street. My 
sister looks like me with massive tits and a 
blonde wig. 

It was hard, especially in Ebbw Vale; 
it was just before the miner’s strike. It was 
fucking horrible—getting picked on, I was 
the new kid. I think that’s how I got into 
punk, just trying to fit in. In 1978/’79, I got 
into punk. At the time, I thought coal miners 
were transvestites. I got on a bus and they all 
had coal dust under their eyes. I thought they 
had eyeliner on. 

There was loads of punks in all the 
rural villages. In those isolated working 
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class places, the punks were everywhere. 
That’s why I did the Welsh punk compilation 
Bullsheep Detector a few years ago (a 
compilation of early ‘80s Welsh punk 
demos). You didn’t have to have money to be 
in a band—you just did it. 


Tattoos 


I was fifteen when I first got tattooed. I 
got Sid tattooed on my forearm during school 
lunch. Swelled up like an egg, thought I was 
dying. Then I let another guy do UK Subs on 
the other arm. My Mother had tattoos and she 
was ashamed of them. My Dad had tattoos. 
Back then, it was controversial. 

I got my first proper tattoo when I was 
seventeen. Went to Cardiff (the nearest city) 
and it was filled with skinheads covered in 
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tattoos and we were these young, skinny 
punks. It was fucking terrifying. I had ten 
quid. “Whaddya want?” He didn’t change 
the needles or fuck all. We just picked 
something off the wall. The tattoos didn’t 
hurt cos you were so scared about going in 
the place. All the windows were blacked out. 
It was really scary. 


Growing Up Punk 
in the Welsh Valleys 


We used to go the gigs and get picked 
on by skinheads. We couldn’t even go to the 
next town from Ebbw Vale, like Tredegar, 
or they’d beat you up cos you were from a 
different town, even though it was a mile 
away. People in Ebbw Vale would beat you 
up cos you were punk. Then we’d go to 
Newport and it was punks, skinheads, mods, 
teddy boys—and they all wanted to beat you 
up as well. It was a nightmare. 

The gigs at that time may not have been 
the best gigs in the world, but they really 
stayed with me: Apocalypse tour 1981 
(Chron Gen, Anti-Pasti, Discharge and The 
Exploited). All of a sudden I’m surrounded 
by a thousand punks and skinheads. 
Skinheads were piling in, beating people, so 
you just tried to bury yourself in the crowd. 

Two weeks later I went to see Crass in 
Swansea and all these football hooligans 
turned up. It was the first time we’d heard a 
loud PA, so your ears would be buzzing and 
you couldn’t sleep. 

I analyzed this a bit later. They were like 
boy bands, really, in a weird way. We all 
dressed like them. Everyone who liked The 
Exploited had Mohicans, Discharge fans had 
spiky hair. Later on, it was whether you liked 
Crass or the Exploited—anarchy versus the 
“fuck you Troops of Tomorrow” thing. As 
far as I was concerned, it was whatever you 
wanted to be for yourself. 


| was fifteen 
when !| first got 
tattooed. | got 
Sid tattooed 
on my forearm 
during school 
lunch. 
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I was never vegetarian even though 
my mates were. One night, me and my 
mate Magsy went to vandalize these meat 
vans from the meat factory. We got a tub 
of white paint to write “meat is murder” on 
the vans, got down there and the vans were 
white! The police turned up while I was 
trying to stab the tires. I went to Borstal 
(juvenile prison) for robbing a shop when 
I was fifteen. I nearly got’ sent back again 
that night. 

The first local band in my town was a 
band called Secluded and I was in a band 
called Decayed Youth in ‘81/‘82. The logo 
was half an anarchy sign with other half a 
skull with spiky hair... total shit. 

We were isolated. We’d write to 
everybody. If you put soap on the stamp, you 
could rub off the post office postmark and 
reuse the stamp to save money. Thatcherism. 
No one had a phone, coal mines closing. 
No one had money. We were angry about 
everything: school, police, parents. 

In 1981 my mate went to Newport and 
brought back “Holiday in Cambodia.” I 
said, “This is the band I’ve been waiting 
for,” so I swapped five singles just to get 
that one. It just sounded so different. That 
was before bands like Minor Threat were 
accessible to us. 

I moved out of the valleys to Newport 
when I was nineteen. I left school at sixteen. 


- Would’ve left at fifteen, but my mother 


wouldn’t let me cos she wouldn’t get any 
benefits if I left. I did Youth Op schemes—if 
you didn’t have a job, the dole (welfare) 
office would send you to do training courses. 
I got in trouble, robbed a shop—hanging 
around in the streets, being a dick, giving 
my mother grief. I regret that later on, being 
a parent. 

We sniffed glue—that was what was 
accessible at the time. You couldn’t even get 
cannabis at the time and heroin was unheard of. 
Newport now is like the zombie apocalypse: 
everyone on Spice and crack. I’m sure if we 
could have got them, we would have done 
them. I remember my mate Petesy—he’s 
the one with the Mohican on the front of the 
Bullsheep Detector compilation—went to his 
Mum’s house and took all these pills. Found 
out later most were vitamins, so we didn’t get 
high, just really fit. 

I got sent to Borstal again. My mother 
already had cancer. I didn’t know she had 
become terminal. She moved to Newport 
and I followed. That was ‘84. My Dad had 
left when I was twelve—my sister was 
only seven, my brother was fifteen. When 
she passed away, there was the three of 
us in the house. So then I took care of my 
brother and sister, took my sister to school, 
did the shopping, and all of that. I’d already 
had responsibility of being the man of the 
house after my Dad left. I paid the bills: gas, 
electric. I even drilled a hole in the electric 
meter, put a pin in it so we didn’t have to pay 
as much electric. We used to put the electric 
oven on to warm the house. 

Back then, Newport was a really rough 
place. You couldn’t walk into any fucking 
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pub—they’d just tell you to fuck off. So we 
started going to Siecos, which turned into 
TJs. It was rough as fuck. After all the clubs 
got out, there would be thousands of people 
fighting everywhere—it was crazy. The (fish 
and) chip shop by the market was called the 
Alma and they used to call it the Alamo. 
Coming from the valleys to Newport was 
like coming to a big city, cos Ebbw Vale was 
so small. 


Cowboy Killers 
Mid-to-Late 80s 


In ‘86 the Cowboy Killers started. My 
mate Alasdair and his twin brother got John 
Peel into hardcore. They did a zine, went 
to Boston, and interviewed FU’s and the 







Boston bands. He was in the early lineup of 
the Cowboy Killers. We started practicing 
in an Irish pub and I sang through a karaoke 
machine. We didn’t have the name until Toxic 
Reasons came over and we became friends 
with them. They left a pack of Marlboros 
behind and someone said, “What about the 
Cowboy Killers?” 

Eventually, everyone left so I asked two 
of the Heretics (local band from Cardiff) to 
join. My other mate’s band split up and that 
became the mainstay of Cowboy Killers for 
the first few albums: Will, Gary, Brewer, me, 
and Kip. We were practicing in a boxing gym 
in the basement. Our first demo came out at 
the beginning of ‘87 and our first record, split 
EP with the Sect, came not long after. 

There was a change in U.K. punk at that 
time—Stupids, Instigators, and bands like 
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Heresy and Ripcord, who were influenced 
by the American stuff but were noisier. 
Then a lot of the bands were sounding 
like Doom and Deviated Instinct. We’d 
do a gig and there’d be six bands playing 
uerrgghhhh, then we’d play American- 
influenced hardcore. We got into playing 
with bands like Bad Religion early on. 
Those bands weren’t famous then. When 
they first played London, there were three 
hundred people there and fifty of those 
were from Newport. 

After the single, we did the LP with 
Words Of Warning. We could have signed 
to Manic Ears, but said no. It was nice to 
be asked. We always felt we didn’t totally 
fit in. We played with Extreme Noise Terror 
and they were like, “Who the fuck are these 
guys?” I liked melodic vocals. I grew up on 





rock’n’roll and doo-wop. I’ve always liked 
Elvis and Roy Orbison, especially. 

Around this time, I started writing for 
MRR and doing the Welsh scene reports— 
this was even before I was in a band. Once 
the band started, if anyone wrote to us I was 
thrilled. It was a personal thing getting a 
letter through the door. Writing to people just 
seemed natural. People taking time to do it. It 
was one to one; when you read a letter, it was 
talking to you. It wasn’t like a fucking email 
or a text. It’s personal. Someone got their pen 
in their hand and did it. 

We used to have people stay at the house 
all the time, and hopefully they would do the 
same back. I don’t know if I’d be so open 
now, to be honest. We played up in Wigan 
and Green Day played, nice kids, didn’t think 
much of ‘em. 
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Punk was always Why? War. Why? War. 


Next night they played Newport, and 
Simon, who put the gig on, asked if they 
could stay at the house. It was a week before 
Christmas—Christmas tree up and all that. 
I had work in the morning, so I said, “I got 
work. Go to sleep or I'll kill you.” Americans 
don’t get sarcasm. So I go to bed, hear all 
this noise, come downstairs and they’re all 
in their sleeping bags jumping up and down. 
I had this samurai sword on the wall, so I 
unsheathed it and started swinging it about 
above their heads. They laid on the floor and 
I said, “Don’t get up or I’m gonna kill you.” 

A few years later in their biography they 
said the first time they came to Britain, they 
stayed at this guy’s house and he tried to 
kill them with a samurai sword. Tried to kill 
them? I would have if I wanted to but I was 
just having a laugh. They wanted to stay for 
Christmas cos they had no more gigs and I 
said no! 


The 90s 


In the ‘90s, people left Cowboy Killers 
with me and Gary being the only members 
who stayed the whole time. It’s like giving 
up tattoos, or going to the gym or whatever. 
“T don’t want to do a band anymore. I’ve had 
enough.” But then you’re back at it.... It’s 
hard to stop. 

We went to America in ‘91. Played a 
strip bar in Portland, played a school, and 
the police came and dragged everyone out. 
We only did about five gigs. In the end, 
the Cowboy Killers did Ireland, Belgium, 
Germany, and U.S. We got offered more but 
we never had any money to do it. 

At the end of the band, it all went a bit 
weird. We did a gig in the valleys; hardly 
anyone there. I rolled on a table, broke a 
load of glasses, had glass sticking out of 
my shoulders and my feet. Went to hospital 
and some cunt tried to commit suicide in the 
waiting room. He slashed his wrists across 
and I was going, “You selfish cunt. What 
about your Mum and Dad? If you want to do 
it properly, go up and down.” It was a shit 
time, everything seemed a bit hopeless. I was 


living in a derelict house, with a mattress, a 
chair, and CD player. I was just in the house 
on my own and I was used to having a family 
around. I tried to kill myself. So things did a 
get a bit dark. 

Then I did the Las Vegas Elvis and the 
Self Abusers. I had a jumpsuit with the Welsh 
feathers, anarchy symbols, sequins, a beef 
burger. At the end of the Cowboy Killers, 
we’d have thirty people at the gigs. We did the 
Las Vegas Elvis and there would be crowds 
of five hundred. We got paid more than the 
Cowboy Killers ever did. I quite liked it, just 
doing covers. 


Prison, Dole, Uni 


Around that time, I split up with my 
partner. We lived next to a family with 
grown-up kids, all alcoholics, pissheads. It 
was noise, noise, noise. Ruined our quality 
of life. My little boy was very young at the 
time. We went to the police and the housing 
authority to do something about it, but 
nothing happened. Soon after we split up and 
she wouldn’t let me see my son. 

I was walking home pissed one night. 
I had a lot weapons in the house at the 
time: swords, knuckledusters, bayonets. 
So I grabbed a Roman sword and flicknife 
(switchblade). I walk up to my ex’s place, 
who lived next door to these people. I knock 
on the door of the neighbors. The wife opens 
the door, starts screaming. The son comes 
down the stairs and husband runs out, so I hit 
him with the side of the knife. The son swung 
a set of steps at me. There was a big dent in 
the steps so I would have taken his head off 
and killed him. 

The police came, they arrested me for 
attempted murder. I was hoping I would go in 
there, threaten them, and scare the fuck out of 
them. It didn’t end up like that. After I went 
to prison, the guy I attacked drank himself 
to death with the compensation. One of the 
boys made a statement saying, “I wouldn’t 
want to live next door to us.” 

I had two judges. The first wanted to 
give me four to eight years. At sentencing, 


People need to think more. 


it was a different judge. He saw my 
character references and said he saw what 
was happening. I had a lot of people in the 
community come out and give me character 
references, which was nice. He said he didn’t 
want to send me to prison but had to give me 
the minimum sentence of two years. 

I went to jail, shared cells with cunts 
and smackheads. Prison is a weird fucking 
place. Four people committed suicide while 
I was in there. I had these two murderers 
trying to make me to get stuff off a guy in 
detox wing. One was a skinhead and one 
was a black guy... that’s drugs for you. I 
said no. I kept a journal when I was there: 
“How to Say No to Murderers.” I threw 
it all away when I got out, want to forget 
about it. 

When I was in jail going through bad 
paranoia, they put this Bristol boy in with 
me. He was on the top bunk. I opened the 
newspaper and there was a picture—the 
guys out of Dirty Sanchez (a U.K. Jackass). 
I was like, “Oh, I know him.” Turned the 
page and Goldie Lookin Chain (Welsh rap 
band) were in there. I was like, “I fucking 
know them.” He was like, “Ooook, okay 
mate.” Turned the telly on. My mate’s an 
actor on this advert, “Happpppy Shopping,” 
and I’m like “I know him.” He goes, “Oh, 
do you?” Then we turn the channel and Ant 
and Dec’s PokerFace is on the BBC, and 
my mate’s sister-in-law in on. I’m going, 
“Fucking hell, it’s Sarah...-I know her!” It 
was just a bunch of crazy coincidences that I 
knew all these people. I must have sounded 
mental. I’d love to know what he thought 
about all that! 

After prison, I spent six months living 
with my mad uncle, drinking and taking 
ecstasy. The dole were hassling me to get 
a job. So I decided to go to university. I 
passed my foundation and started a degree 
in criminal community justice. Halfway 
through my first year at uni, Simon, who 
ran the infamous Rockaway Records—I’d 
worked there on weekends and stuff since 
1986—-said he was going to close the shop, 
so I decided to take it over. I’ve had the shop 
seven and a half years now. 
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Bad Sam and Lyrical Process. 


About ten years ago, I ran into Glover 
(ex-Dub War, Abs) and he asked if I wanted 
to do a band. So we wrote some songs like 
“Dicks with Dogs,” “Cocaine Me,” because 
I was full of rubbish flowing out of my 
head, I think the need was still there for me. 
Then bit by bit we were a full band again. 
We had a lot of people who had done stuff 
before, like Kip from the Cowboy Killers, 
Four Letter Word, folk from Dub War and 
Skindred. I’m fifty-two, didn’t think I’d be 
in bands still, but it’s like going to the gym 
or smoking cigarettes. It’s a need, an outlet. 
It’s something of my own, it’s mine. I like 
the fact it belongs to me. It’s just in me. 
Even before I was ever in a band, I wrote 


| 


Top LEFT: COWBOY KILLERS IN NEWPORT, LATE ‘80S (KIP XOOL ARCHIVE) 


4 


stuff. You could call it poetry, but it was 
lyrics. I just didn’t know it. 

I just walk into town and see something. I 
was in the shopping center and saw some kid 
who just came out of prison with an ankle tag. 
Kids in Newport roll up the one leg so you can 
see the tag. Most of them are just petty shit 
criminals, stealing washing or breaking into 
allotments, so that makes a song up for me. 

Like the Bad Sam song, “Other People’s 
Measures,” is about everyone sharing each 
other’s medications and how more people die 
in the U.K. and America from prescription 
drugs than anything else. So then it just 
builds into something. I go off on a tangent 
and there’s usually something in there and 
T’ll find the song. 

The Cowboy Killers song “You’re 
Dreaming” caused a lot of trouble at the 
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time. Terminus did a song called “We’re 
Dreaming,” in direct response to it saying, 
“We're all happy and everything’s okay.” I 
don’t have a problem with that, but dancing 
round Stonehenge taking mushrooms and 
picking daisies isn’t going change fuck all. 
Not everyone wants to be an anarchist, or 
a punk rocker, or straight edge. I’ve got no 
problem with your dreams, but in my opinion 
you are dreaming. 

Whether it’s the Ku Klux Klan, ISIS, 
black supremacists, they’re all fucking 
dreaming. That. song was against the 
anarchists. I did a collage of Stonehenge and 
daisies and I put Adolf Hitler in the sun. You 
can be sitting around Stonehenge with your 
daisies but evil is still there. 

Even way back to something like “Does 
God Decide?” off the first Cowboy Killers 
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record. My mate Keef from the Suicidal 
Supermarket Trolleys has a Down syndrome 
sister, came up to me at a gig, and said I was 
the only person to write a song about people 
who are disabled. I used to live—and do 
again—in an area called Brynglas, right next 
to the special needs center. I’d see all the 
people getting off the bus saying hello to me. 
Made me think about being trapped forever 
as a child. And me and Keef became friends 
because of that song. Punk was always Why? 
War. Why? War. People need to think more. 


Performing 


When I get on stage, it’s like a trance or 
an exorcism. I don’t know what’s happening, 
it just happens. What I do—and not so much 
now cos I’m old as fuck—was like when 
you went and danced to a band, you got 
into a hypnotic trance. Lost yourself. I’m an 
extrovert, I like showing off. I do the same if 
there’s ten people or five hundred. It’s always 
been that way. I don’t like the stage thing. 
I like being connected. That’s what’s punk’s 
all about, it’s your gig as much as it is mine. 

I decided to do the Bad Sam records 
myself. Kriminal Records, my own label. 
I’d rather do it that way. It’s ours then and 
we don’t have to deal with anyone else. It’s 
going back to the DIY thing. Why not do it 
yourself? I’d rather be able to put a note and 
say, “Thanks for buying the album. Why did 
you waste your money?” Part of the DIY thing 
for me was always the personal interaction. 
I’ve met people, stayed with them all over. 
You think I can write to Status Quo and ask if 
they want to come stay at my house? 


Nostalgia 


A lot of the people from our generation 
are going to things like Rebellion (a large 
festival that cost £150 in 2018 to attend) 
and watching old reformed bands play. 
They asked if the Cowboy Killers would 
reform for it. I said, “Why?” Bad Sam would 
play. A lot of these things are just a bunch 
of old cunts reliving the past. Now they’re 
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doing new bands—I don’t have as much of a 
problem with it. But a bunch of old cunts my 
age with Mohicans and leather jackets you 
haven’t worn in thirty years? You’re turning 
into Teddy Boys and mods. It’s fine if you 
find comfort in that, but there’s no rebellion, 
no message. I loved my past, but the crowd 
were like me. Why would I want to go play 
the same songs to a bunch of fifty-year-olds 
like some fucking pensioners complex? 


Bullsheep Detector 
and the Future 


I put out the Bullsheep Detector LP of 
old bands from Wales in 2012. It was my 
childhood, my history. It became a passion. I 
didn’t want those recordings and memories 
to disappear. I wanted to show that people 
in Wales—not London or Belfast or big 
cities—had this scene. There were kids in 
every little town doing this shit. A lot of 
these people became vegetarians, activists, 
and aware. The anarchist scene at the time 
brought a lot of awareness and questioning 
of authority. It was spreading the notion of 
actually thinking, even in these tiny towns 
in Wales. This isn’t about making money, 
it’s about preserving history 

I’m gonna keep doing this stuff as long 
as I can. I don’t know what’s ‘round the 
corner. We’ll do another album, I’m sure, a 
single maybe. 

Me, my brother, and sister have all been 
to prison—a lot of family members and 
friends have too. Lots of friends have died. 
Family members have died. It’s just the way 
things are. It’s life. 

I have six kids, a stepson. I’m pretty 
happy really. Life is good. 


To get in touch with Beddis for records et 
cetera email: Kriminalgood@gmail.com 

Thanks to everyone who sent flyers and 
pictures. Especially Kip Xool. 


- 









Anna Farr 
1. Purling Hiss, Breeze 
2. Chastity Belt, 7 Used to Spend 
So Much Time Alone LP 
3. Kamikaze Palm Tree, The 
Ocean Is the Final Solution 
4. Parquet Courts, Human 
Performance LP 
5. Writing reviews for Razorcake! 


Art Ettinger 
* Ripcordz, 
The Vinyl Countdown 2 x LP 
* #Goals, Self-titled CD 
* Ramones, Rocket to Russia (40th 
Anniversary Edition) box set 
¢ Jawbreaker, Demo 
(remixed/remastered) 
* Spider Crew, 
Sounds of Hatred LP 


Billy Kestka 
Top 5 Anticipated 
Releases of 2018 
* Nandas LP 
° The return of Katorga Works 
° BB Eye LP 
* Anew Kaleidoscope 7” 
* Black Panties, Dirt from 
the Mop 7” 


Chad Williams 
1. Malcolm Young, R.L-P. 
2. Darius Koski, What Was Once 
Is By and Gone LP 
3. The Templars, Deus Vult LP 
4. Grave Return, Self-titled 12” 
5. Remnants, Accomplices 
Not Allies LP 


Chris Mason 
1. Haram, When You Have Won, 
You Have Lost 
2. Propagandhi, Victory Lap 
3. Iron Chic, You Can t Stay Here 
4. Fox Face, Spoil + Destroy 
5. Protomartyr, 
Relatives in Descent 


Chris Terry 
* Detached Objects, Dirt Birth 12” 
* Fifteen, Self-titled 7” 
* Room 101, One Man Band 12” 
* Open Mike Eagle, Brick Body 
Kids Still Dream 12” 
* Catapult is publishing my novel 
Magical Negroes in 2019 


Clara Luci Acasta 
1. Sic Waiting, Decent Criminal, 
Spanish Love Songs, and The 
Flatliners at Alex’s Bar in LBC on 
12/14/17 
2. Dead To Me starting 
their recording on “American Son 
of Cholo” 
3. @addermusic 
4. Camp Cope, The Opener 
5. Passing all my classes during 
my first quarter at a four year! 


Craven Rock 
1. The lives and legacies of Fred 
Cole and Tom Petty. Loved those 
guys, Rest In Power 
2. Tie: no. NOT EVER. at Henry 
Art Gallery (anti-fascist exhibit) 
and The Alt-Right Playbook 
(Youtube series) 
3. Tie: The Tombs of Atuan by 
Ursula Le Guin (book) and Behind 
The Wheel 3: From Uber/Lyft to 
Taxi (zine) 
4. This Is My Fest 4 in Oakland, 
spec. Captain 9’s And The 
Knickerbocker Trio, False 
Positives, Under 15 Seconds, 
DFMK, Ghoul, Year Of The Fist 
5. Tie: Dunkirk and Moonlight 
(movies) 


Daryl Gussin 
* No Warning, Torture Culture LP 
* dimber, Damber 7” 
¢ Tin Foil, Self-titled LP 
* Princess Nokia, 
1992 Deluxe 2 x LP 
* Kenny Kenny Oh Oh, 
I Will Not Negotiate LP 
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Dave Williams 
Top Five LPs of 2017! 
1. Hallas, Excerpts from 
a Future Past 
2. Honeymoon Disease, Part 
Human, Mostly Beast 
3. Night, Raft of the World 
4. Propagandhi, Victory Lap 
5. Mutoid Man, War Moans 


Eric Baskauskas 
1. Playing the Razorcake #100 
bash *Midwest edition* with 
Tarantiila at Bric-A-Brac Records 
in Chicago 
2. Tarantiila, Weird Tales of 
Radiation and Hate 7” 
3. The Fest 16, it never disappoints 
4. Debt Neglector, Atomicland LP 
5. Direct Hit / Pears, Human 
Movement Split LP 


Gabby Gonzalez 
Top 5 Punk Bands of Today 
1. Screw 
2. Anxiety 
3. Sin Motivo 
4. Shux 
5. Narc Parade (formerly Carbomb) 


Garrett Barnwell 
1. Weekend Dads, September 
Downs 12” 
2. Pine Hill Haints, Smoke LP 
3. Epic Problem, False Hopes EP 
4. Chupra-Cobra, live 
5. Roy Kaiser at Record Recycler 


indiana Laub 
Top Five 2017 Songs 
1. Vagabon, “Cold Apartment 
(Audiotree)” 
2. healing powers, “an apparition” 
3. Future Teens, 
““What’s My Sign Again?” 
4. Wet The Rope, 
“Swing from the Heart” 
5. Choke Up, 
“Full Bloom to Bedlam” 


Jeff Proctor 
Top Shows of 2017 
1. Teenage Fanclub at the 
Teragram Ballroom, Los Angeles 
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2. Hot Snakes at the Bell House, 
Brooklyn / Hot Snakes at the 
Middle East, Cambridge 

3. Rocket From The Crypt at 
the North Park Observatory, 
San Diego 

4. The Jesus Lizard at the Henry 
Fonda, Los Angeles / tie with 
Dinosaur Jr. at the Henry Fonda, 
Los Angeles 

5. The Jesus And Mary Chain at 
the Wiltern, Los Angeles 


Jennifer Federico 
Top 5 Ladies I Like to Listen to 
Whilst Baking 
* Lola Beltran (“Joyus”) 
* Patsy Cline 
(“Her Legendary Recordings”) 
* Ella Fitzgerald (“Clap Hands, 
Here Comes Charlie!”) 
* Aretha Franklin (“Lady Soul”) 
° Sarah Vaughan 
(“You’re Mine You”) 


Jim Joyce 
1. Picking Stuff Apart zine by 
Joshua James Amberson and 
Craven Rock 
2. South Beloit Journal 
zine by John Porcellino 
3. Vito Nusret of MPShows in 
Chicago, for reading zines in bars 
and booking Krayola 
4. Muff Divers, Dreams of the 
Gentlest Texture LP 
5. Kugali Comics Journal, a 
monthly pan-African comic 
magazine 


Jimmy Alvarado 
* My nephew, Logan Perez: The 
funniest, coolest cat I know. 
¢ Razorcake hitting the 100 issue 
mark: so super proud of all of us, 
honored to be invited for the ride. 
* Razorcake 100th issue show at 
Café NELA with DFMK, Pedal 
Strike, The Tissues and La Tuya: 
rad show, radder bands. 
¢ La Tuya releasing its first album: 
again, super proud of us, proud to 
be invited for the ride. 
* Café NELA: Hands down thee 
coolest spot in Los Angeles. 


ng. Thanks jury duty! 













Juan Espinosa 
* Brujeria, live at the Mayan 
Theatre, Downtown Los Angeles 
(shout out to Pull The Plug Radio) 
* Swingin’ Utters, Drowning in the 
Sea, Rising with the Sun 2 x LP 
* The World, 
First World Record LP 
¢ Slimy Member, Ugly Music for 
Ugly People LP 
* Los Angeles Dodgers World 
Series run. Came so close. We 
want that ring! 


Kayla Greet 
1. Jawbreaker and Kate Willett at 
Capitol Theater, Olympia, Wash. 
2. Off With Their Heads, Iron 
Chic, RVIVR, Bad Sleep at El 
Corazon, Seattle, Wash. 
3. Hot Snakes, Dream Decay, Hurry 
Up at Chop Suey, Seattle, Wash. 
4. Propagandhi, RVIVR, Bad 
Cop / Bad Cop at El Corazon, 
Seattle, Wash. 
5. Pegboy, 88 Fingers Louie, The 
Lillingtons at 8 Seconds, Fest 16, 
Gainesville, Fla. 


Kevin Dunn 
1. Otokobe Beaver, 
Love Is Short!! 
. Bad Cop/Bad Cop, Warriors 
. Petaka, Sebuah Dedikasi 
. Ted Leo, The Hanged Man 
. Cock Sparrer, Forever 
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Kurt Morris 
1. Quicksand, Jnteriors 
2. Converge, The Dusk in Us 
3. Welcome to Library School (zine) 
4. D Hunter mystery series (books) 
5. Unsane, Sterilize 


MariNaomi 
1. I finished drawing my next 
booook! 
2. Spinning by Tillie Walden was so 
good I hugged it when I finished. 
3. I tackled and contained a scared 
pit bull who was running around 
in traffic. Anyone have room for a 
young, sweet dog? Photos are on 
my Instagram. 
4. Animal shelter volunteers are 
brave fucking saints. I want to 
give them everything. 
5. Every illustration by Hellen Jo 
is the best thing ever. 


Mark Twistwarthy 
* Les Thugs, LP re-issues! 
* Boy Wonder LP 


* Dog Faced Hermans, Humans 
Fly LP re-issue 

* Godflesh, Post Self LP 

* Hiisker Dii, Savage Young Dii 
LP set 


Michael T. Fournier 
* Liz Prince, Be Your Own 
Backing Band 
« Angry Cougars, 
Bullshit Authority 7” 
* Documentaries, Riot on the 
Dance Floor and Dont Break 
Down: A Film About Jawbreaker 
* Notches, Change My Mind EP 
 FFS fall 2017 readings with 
Mike Faloon and Jeff Schroeck 
in Greenpoint 10/20 (w/ Tobias 
Carroll and Cassie J. Sneider), 
Geneva NY 10/21 (w/Kevin 
Dunn) and Ithaca 10/22. 


Mike Faloon 
1. Jeff Parker, The New Breed LP 
2. Weekend mini-tours (Thanks: 
Mike Fournier, Jeff Schroeck, 
Geneva Dunns, Cassie J. Sneider, 
and Tobias Carroll!) 
3. Stevie Wonder, “I Love Having 
You Around” 
4. Yawpers, Boy in a Well LP 
5. Yes Masters, Self-titled LP 
(New Kurt Bloch!) 


Mike Frame 
1. Outsiders, Vital Years CD 
2. John Coltrane, 
Chasing Trane (movie) 
3. Black Tiger, Video Game 
4. Guy Clark, entire catalog 
5. L7, Pretend 
We're Dead (movie) 


DJ Naked Rob 

Radio Valencia 87,9FM | SFCA 
* Count Vaseline, Tales from the 
Megaflex LP (Georgia via Ireland 
indie pop) 
¢ The Monsieurs, Deux LP (Boston 
garage punk) 
« Hand & Leg, Self-titled LP 
(Greece fuzz punk) 
* The Cops, First Offense LP 
(Houston, TX punk rock) 
¢ Gay Witch Abortion, GWA/ 
TGLH Split LP (Twin Cities 
noise rock) 


Paul Comeau 
My Top 5 favorite AC/DC Albums 
RIP Malcolm Young! 
1. Dirty Deeds Done Dirt Cheap 
2. Highway to Hell 
3. High Voltage 


4. Back in Black 
5. For Those about to Rock We 
Salute You 


Paul Silver 
1. Dag Nasty, Fireburn, 
Distant Beds, Let Rage at 
Soda Bar, San Diego 
2. Pegboy, The Bollweevils, 
Airstream Futures, Breakmouth 
Annie at The Chop Shop, Chicago 
3. Attic Salt, Self-titled LP 
4. Iron Chic, Off With Their 
Heads, Toys That Kill, Spells at 
Soda Bar, San Diego 
5. Sincere Engineer in-store 
appearance at Reckless Records, 
Chicago 


Rene Navarro 
1. Visiting seven countrigs in 
seventeen days. 
2. The Estranged, Static Thoughts 
3. Having my own French press at 
work, where I’ve also discovered 
the glory of putting actual onions 
on an onion bagel lathered with 
cream cheese. 
4. Laughing at the System by Total 
Control, which took me on the 
wild ride from “Do I like this?” 
to “Wow, this is great.” Thanks to 
Juan for posing the question. 
5. Listening to Kendrick Lamar 
back in my holy trinity of hoods: 
TJ/SD/LA 


Replay Dave 
1. Rainer Maria, Self-titled LP 
2. Worriers, Survival Pop LP 
3. Herbie Hancock, Sextant 
4. Superchunk, J Hate Music LP 
5. Brian Allen Ellis, Something to 
Do with Self-Hate (novel) 


Rev. Nerb 
* Replacements, For Sale: Live at 
Maxwell's 1986 2 x LP 
* Hiisker Dii, 
Savage Young Dii 3 x CD 
* Various Artists, 
Tailgate Party 2 LP 
* Fire Heads, Self-titled LP 
* Woolly Bushmen, Arduino LP 


Rich Cocksedge 
* Limp Wrist, Exit Order, Acrylics 
(plus others) live at Static Shock 
Weekend, Nov. 11th 
¢ Lemuria, Recreational Hate LP 
* Machine Gun, Self-titled 7” 
* The Celetoids, Pupal Stage LP 
« Jesus And His Judgemental 
Father, Jt Might Get Better LP 


Ryan Nichols 
1. Soft Kill, Choke LP 
2. David Shrigley, What the Hell 
Are You Doing? (book) 
3. Berlin, Germany 
4. Patchouli Death 
5. Los Tucanes De Tijuana, 
“La Chona” 


Sean Arenas 
¢ Sushicorner, Konichiwow LP 
¢ Heavy Pockets, Mopeless LP 
* Bernays Propaganda, Na to 
igrisce ne smem LP 
+ Living on Soul by Cory Bailey & 
Jeff Broadway (documentary) 
« Adult Magic, Self-titled 7” 


Sean Koepenick 
Catching up on reading. Thanks 
jury duty! 
1. Cowboy Song: The Authorized 
Biography of Thin Lizzy’s Philip 
Lynott by Graeme Thomson 
2. Spoke, Compiled 
by Scott Crawford 
3. Trouble Boys: The True Story of 
The Replacements by Bob Mehr 
4. The Night Manager 


by John Le Carré 
5. The War of the Worlds 
by H.G. Wells 
Toby Tober 
Top 5 Movies I Have 
Recently Enjoyed 


1. Michelle Wolf: Nice Lady 
2. Gilbert 

3. Three Billboards outside 
Ebbing, Missouri 

4. The Problem with Apu 

5. Lady Bird 


Todd Taylor 
* Iron Chic, You Cant Stay Here 
LP tie Dopamines, Tales of 
Interest LP 
¢ Smoke City by Keith Rosson (book) 
* Sweet Knives, Self-titled LP 
* La Tuya, Self-titled CD 
* Rixe, Collection LP tie Giuda, 
Racey Roller LP 
° Three Billboards outside Ebbing, 
Missouri (movie) 


Ty Stranglehold 
Top 5 of 2017 
« Needles//Pins, 
Good Night Tomorrow 


* Piss Test, LP #2 

* Cat Party, Rest in Post 

* The Mons, Trust No One 
¢ Career Suicide, 
Machine Response 





7 YEARS BAD LUCK: 

Great, Big, Nothing: CD 

7 Years Bad Luck is a pop punk 
outfit from Innsbruck, Austria. I was 
intrigued going into this record, with 
my little exposure to the music of 
Austria. The first song, “No Control,” 
touches on some traditional pop punk 
themes sung in vocals ranging from 
soft harmonies to fairly aggressive 
spouting by the lead vocalist. The 
following tracks build nicely upon 
this foundation, where “Another” 
features slightly more aggressive 
instrumentation, where tracks like 
“Some Day” are more downcast and 
melodic. The vocals do occasionally 
become obnoxious on songs like 
“Takes One to Know One” or “Another 
Year,” which sound angsty to a fault, 
but, generally, listening to these guys is 
fairly painless. The lead guitar on this 
release is generally pretty subdued, 
but does play a surprisingly rocking 
and exhilarating solo on “Olympia.” 
Although a pretty meat-and-potatoes 
pop punk record, this release is a 
fairly fun and listenable follow-up 
to their previous LPs, and may be 
enjoyable to fans of the genre looking 
for more. —Anna Farr (Monster Zero, 
monsterzerorecords.com / No Reason, 
noreasonrecords. blogspot.com) 


ADULT MAGIC: Self-titled: 7” 

Hailing from Long Island, N.Y., and 
boasting members of Iron Chic, Sister 
Kisser, and Broadcaster, Adult Magic 
delivers four songs of hook-driven 
punk with passionate lyrics belted 
through clenched teeth. This is the 
type of EP to get your blood boiling 
and your fists pumping. Although 
their other projects are obvious 
points of reference, Adult Magic 
borrows heavily from Superchunk 
and Archers Of Loaf. Although the 
songs explore frustration and anxiety, 
Adult Magic’s lyrics possess an air 
of—dare I say—maturity: “But when 
another new disaster is bringing you 
down / You know, I’ll be around.” As 
if the band name wasn’t enough of a 
tip off, this power trio has written a 
soundtrack for the pains of growing 
up and all the bullshit that comes with 
adulthood. —Sean Arenas (Dead Broke, 
deadbrokerecords.com / Drunken 
Sailor, drunkensailorrecords.co.uk) 


ANGRY COUGARS: 

Bullshit Authority:7" EP 

Who among us has never secretly 
wished for a version of Zeke minus 
the metal business? None. None of 
us have never secretly wished for 
a version of Zeke minus the metal 
business, except, I suppose, for those 
who have publicly wished for a version 
of Zeke minus the metal business, and 
those who have secretly wished for a 
version of Zeke composed entirely of 
the metal business and nothing else, 
and these are people with whom we 
shouldn’t tarry. In any event the Angry 
Cougars rage through six songs at 45 
RPM, which is seven-and-a-half RPM 
per song, which is a good deal. This 
record makes me feel like that thing 
of meat they have spinning around 
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| thought my tape player was broken. 


—lan Wise 


SIDETRACKED, impediment CS 





on a spit at gyro restaurants, like, all 
hot and spinny and imperiled. I don’t 
really know what happens to that 
meat, but I know it’s nothing good. 
BEST SONG: “What I Want.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Venom.” Hey, at least 
they don’t have a song called “Zeke.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: This is a very violent use of the 
Hobo font. —Rev. Nerb (H-Bomb) 


ASOUND, THE / INTERCOURSE: 

Split: 7” EP 

The Asound: sludgy Sabbath 
worship married to early grunge to 
keep things from getting too doomy 
or too poppy. Intercourse: dissonant 
hardcore with some jazz in its DNA 
to provide some odd rhythms. — 
Jimmy Alvarado (Tsuguri) 


ATROPELLO!: /V: CS 

Argentina’s Atropello! came to my 
attention through a chance meeting 
with the head honcho of Richter Scale 
Records at the recent Static Shock 
weekend event in London. His label 
has released JV, on which the band 
rips through twenty-four tracks at 
breakneck speed. Everything on here 
just hits me in the right way, with the 
vocals being barked out with a sense 
of urgency, a guitar that bites at my 
ears, and a pneumatic rhythm section. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Richter Scale, 
richterscalerecords@yahoo.co.uk, 
richterscalerecords.limitedrun.com) 


ATTIC SALT: Self-titled: CD 

“Attic Salt is one of those bands that 
comes out of nowhere and blows you 
away,” so says the accompanying 
press release and, as usual, my eyes 
involuntarily rolled at this often used, 
hyperbolic, claim. This caused me to 
approach the album with caution, but 


it was apparent within a couple of 
songs that, for once, such a statement 
was spot on. The vocals of Alyssa 
Currie and Andy Harmon are a joy 
to listen to, the former reminding me 
of a combination of Lauren Denitzio 
and Sheena Ozzella—The Worriers 
and Lemuria respectively—whilst 
the melodic approach of the songs 
is flawless. The icing on the cake is 
provided by those parts of songs that 
are always anticipated on each listen, 
be it a particular chord progression ora 
one-off drum fill. There are numerous 
such instances throughout this album 
and I am definitely blown away by 
the whole package. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Dodgeball, dodgeballrecords.com, 

chris.envy@dodgeballrecords.com) 


AUTOGRAMM: 

Jessica Don't Like Rock ‘n‘ Roll:7” 

I don’t have a lot of info about 
Autogramm other than they seem to be 
Vancouver’s latest new wave rockers. 
I know that CC Voltage is involved 
(who was last heard playing bass in 
Berlin’s excellent Dysnea Boys before 
moving back to Vancouver) and that in 
style and substance they bring to mind 
The Cars. A lot of people may not 
like that comparison—hell the band 
may not even like it—but I do mean 
it as a high compliment. The band is 
tight; there are light synth elements 
in there. The chorus is on repeat in 
my brain and I don’t have a problem 
with that. I. want more. The B-side 
is a cover of Bryan Adams’ “Run to 
You.” It’s not done tongue in cheek, 
but rather stripped of its ‘80s glaze 
to reveal a ripper of a pop song. Who 
knew? Autogramm did. I look forward 
to hearing more. —Ty Stranglehold 
(Party Product, partyproductrecords. 
bigcartel.com) 





AUTONOMICS: Debt Sounds: CD.» 
I feel like I may be too old and out 
of touch to review this. Autonomics 
are from Portland, Ore. and play 
fuzzy guitar pop/rock... With its 
huge production, touches of synth 
and overall slickness, it sounds like 
something that I would hear on the 
local “modern alternative” radio 
station. Nowhere’s therub. I absolutely 
love it! These songs are so catchy and 
sound so good it is impossible for me 
to not get into it. There are pull quotes 
on their website’ comparing them to 
Weezer or Fidlar... I honestly can’t 
speak to that, but I can say that I could 
see Autonomics becoming a big thing, 
and if it happened. there would still 
be a tiny sliver of hope for “the kids 
today.” I guess I am old enough to look 
past labels and genres and just like 
what I like. Grandpa approves! —Ty 
Stranglehold (Rola, rolamusic.com) 


BAD MOVES: Self-titled: 7” EP 

If only more bands sounded like Bad 
Moves. This foursome is a reminder 
of the quality punk-leaning indie 
pop from the early nineties that I 
miss. As much as the term indie is 
thrown around these days, ninety- 
nine percent of the bands that claim 
to play in the subgenre aren’t worthy 
and are mostly total garbage. DC’s 
Bad Moves are the opposite of that, 
“Drain Me” being the best example 
of it on this debut EP. The rest of the 
tunes are lovely, jangly punk pop 
numbers. The internet tells me this 
T” is on Nervous Nelly, and the band 
themselves may be affiliated with 
Don Giovanni, but the record itself 
has no info. -Steve Adamyk (Nervous 
Nelly, nervousnelly.storenvy.com) 


BAD SLEEP: No Fun: CS 

Olympia’s Bad Sleep is a band I am 
just now hearing about, but wish I 
had known about sooner. No..Fun is 
the three piece’s second release, and 
contains five songs of punk/power 
pop goodness. The fuzzy guitars 
and strong drums give me a bit of a 
Jabber meets Upset with a Lipstick 
Homicide and Bleached vibe, which I 
love. I’ll probably keep this limited- 
to-one-hundred release tape on repeat 
all winter, and hope it doesn’t do that 
thing where the tape player eats the 
ribbon because of listening to it so 
much. Fingers crossed for a full length 
Bad Sleep album in the future, because 
I definitely want more. —Cynthia 
Pinedo (badsleepoly.bandcamp.com) 


BEN EDGE & THE ELECTRIC PENCILS: 
Yellow House: LP 

Cheeky art school punk from the singer 
of Thee Spivs. While that band had a 
rough-and-tumble, late ‘70s punk 
approach like the TV Personalities, 
Ben’s new band are a bit more 
cerebral. Sounding like a crisp and 
clean Headcoats, Ben wears his love 
of the Medway on his sleeve along 
with the distinct Britishness of the 
Kinks. No lyric sheet but songs like 
“Lowrey at the Door’ and “Sunday 
Painter” nod towards Ben’s day job 
as an accomplished artist. Think Billy 
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Childish lite or a more polished English 
Ty Segall. —Tim Brooks (Almost 
Ready, almostreadyrecords.com) 


BENT: Mattress Springs: 7" 

Bent brings us minimalistic female- 
fronted post-punk from Brisbane. For 
a good while there, it seemed like 
Australia was generating nonstop 
bizarro punk hits. That wave has 
seemingly crashed. Bent relies heavily 
on the rhythm section and the guitar 
seems to bean afterthought. Resultantly, 
these songs seem incomplete. I liked the 
idea of the sparseness, but it fell a bit 
short. —Vincent (Emotional Response, 
jenandstew.com) 


BERNAYS PROPAGANDA: 

Na to igrisée ne smem: LP 

Macedonian three-piece Bernays 
Propaganda have made a sandwich I 
didn’t know I wanted to eat. The meat 
is groovy as hell techno—driving 
and propulsive—while the bread that 
holds everything together is goth 
(think Bauhaus). For condiments, 
add post-punk. And that’s all you 
need to make a damn fine sandwich. 
Fuck lettuce. I’m eating up all nine 
songs and going back for seconds. 
The lush production strengthens 
the spell-binding arrangements, and 
Katrina’s fierce vocals accentuate the 
dreamy melodies. This isn’t music 
to lull you to sleep; it’s meant to get 
you on your feet. Hell, if they played 
Bernays Propaganda at dance clubs, I 
would seriously consider putting on 
my best shoes and gyrating the night 


away. —Sean Arenas (Ill In The Head, 
illinthehead.com) 


BIG BLEACH: Riffin’ with Biff: CS 
Goddamn, Big Bleach gives me faith 
in the present (the future is still bleak). 
They whip up four fast, punk-as-fuck 
tracks on this cassette: snotty vocals 
and irreverent lyrics over danceable 
and wild instrumentation. Can’t help 
but think of good Sacramento bands 
and early ‘90s Recess Records. 
Just powerful and fun. Why can’t 
more bands be like this?! —Vincent 
(morepowertapes.bandcamp.com) 


BRAIN FEVER: Self-titled: 12” EP 
Pummeling, dissonant hardcore courtesy 
of members In/Humanity, Scrotum 
Grinder, End Of The Century Party, 
Asstick, Hankshaw, Guyana Punchline, 
Scholastic Deth, and No Statik. Things 
are largely mid-paced, the addition of an 
organ to the instrumentation brings to 
mind Deep Purple, and they deliver the 
goods with uncompromising ferocity. 
Ear damage all but guaranteed from 
this. Jimmy Alvarado (Tsuguri) 


CELLO PUDDING: Soundscrapes: CD 

Some members of punk supergroup 
Carnage Asada strap on some cellos 
and go to work. Vacillating between 
free jazz and avant-classical music, 
tunes at times sound like they’re off the 
soundtrack of some hip Otto Preminger 
flick. Engaging throughout, and I 
often found myself trying to figure 
out what was improvised, what was 
written down, and so on. Not suited 





to everyone’s tastes, sure, but “punks” 
should be pushing their palates further 
toward the fringes. Thumbs up. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Cello Pudding, 
facebook.com/cellopudding) 


CHOKE CHAINS: Trace Amounts: LP 

Blown-out and obtuse garage-y 
punk from Michigan that retains a 
danceable rhythm throughout and has 
great distorted vocals. There’s enough 
variety through these songs to keep 
you interested but they have a good 
core sound that lends the band their 
own aesthetic. The phrase “simple but 
effective” could be used to describe 
so much about this record: the vocal 
harmonies, the guitar leads, the drum 
style. RIYL: the Spits, Guitar Wolf, 
Fidlar but don’t expect a rehash of any 
of those bands. —Ian Wise (Heel Turn) 


COMPLICATORS: Self-titled: 7” EP 
Gruff-vocal street punk with lyrics 
covering working class life, class 
conflict, and the like. Not bad in the 
least, but not anything that hasn’t been 
done a million times before. Fans of 
the genre will no doubt find much to 
love, but this former baldie is wishing 
folks would start looking for new, more 
interesting directions to take things. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Pirates Press) 


CONDITION: Subjugated Fate: 7" 

The term d-beat is becoming almost 
meaningless in that it’s being used to 
describe so many divergent sounds. Yet 
Cendition typifies what I’ve always 
considered to be d-beat in that it’s hard 


to imagine any of its members not 
having serious Discharge obsessions. 
All four songs are brutal in that classic 
d-beat style with harsh vocals and 
Discharge-influenced drum __ beats. 
The 7” has excellent packaging, too. 
It’s not to be missed for fans of this 
time-tested brand of hardcore. —Art 
Ettinger (Iron Lung, ironlungrecords. 
bigcartel.com) 


CONVERGE: The Dusk in Us: LP 

Even though the average age of the 
members of Converge hovers around 
forty years old, they’re putting out 
some of the best material of their 
career. This thirteen-song, forty-four 
minute album is full of tracks that 
beat you up one side and back down 
the other, with a couple of breathers 
along the way (“The Dusk in Us” and 
“Thousands of Miles between Us”). 
This follows a familiar pattern for the 
band, but some of the heavy-hitters 
such as “Under Duress” and “I Can 
Tell You about Pain” are more brutal 
and intense than anything they’ve 
ever released. Even the slower songs 
are wonderful, with the singing 
portion at the end of “A Thousand 
Miles between Us” giving me goose 
bumps every time. Showcasing some 
diversity in their sound, “Trigger” has 
a bluesy guitar and the bass brings 
a heavy swagger. It’s got a definite 
Rollins Band feel. As more time has 
elapsed since Converge’s classic Jane 
Doe, and as I’ve seen so many bands 
try and ape that sound, the album 
impresses me less. Fans of the band 
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constantly put it on an altar and J think 
it’s important to acknowledge how 
it changed the hard music scene. It’s 
also fair to say The Dusk in Us isn’t 
breaking new ground in metal in that 
same sense. However, it’s certainly the 
most mature, fully developed album 
Converge has released since Jane Doe 
and, given more listens, I can easily 
see this being my favorite album by 
them. —Kurt Morris (Epitaph) 


COWBOYS: 3rd LP: LP 

As a former Bloomingtonian, it makes 
me feel warm and fuzzy inside to see 
the Cowboys doing so well. They 
were up-and-comers when I left town 
in 2015, and seemed to be one of 
those bands that could disappear any 
day without proof they were the best 
band from Bloomington of their time 
(in much the same way the Horribly 
Wrong were almost lost to the 
cornfields of Indiana some ten years 
before). But no, we have recorded 
proof they exist! The Cowboys have 
released many tapes, so I have a 
tough time keeping up with their 
discography. For example, this record 
is called 3rd LP but I only have one 
other full length. Goddamn tapes! 
This album has a mellower vibe than 
the self-titled Lumpy Records release 
I own. Gone is much of the squiggly 
guitar work and Dead Kennedys- 
esque guitar tone. That’s not to say 
these are bad songs by any means! It’s 
always been clear the band members 
are competent at their respective 
instruments, and it’s always been clear 


their influences come from punk plus 
other genres. Side two seems to have 
more of the rockers. I caught them 
live on the album release tour and live 
they’re coming off as very much 3rd 
LP. It’s bands like the Cowboys that 
almost make me wish I bought tapes. 
—Sal Lucci (Hozac) 


CRATERFACE: Skin-Walkers: CS 

The opening track, “Tunnel of Sick,” 
is a relatively simple but effective 
blast of punk rock with demonic 
vocals, bringing to mind Linda Blair’s 
character, Regan, in The Exorcist. All 
four songs stick to the same path but 
the pleasant surprise is the inclusion of 
a synthesizer on “Snakes & Ladders.” 
That one addition makes it stand head 
and shoulders above the other tracks. 
Skin-Walkers is areally good release but 
take note of the label’s website address 
and the word “limited,” because you 
might need to act fast to get hold of a 
copy. —Rich Cocksedge (Richter Scale, 
richterscalerecords@yahoo.co.uk, 
richterscalerecords.limitedrun.com) 


DAMN BROADS: Looks Do Kill: CD 

Women are angry and damn right 
they should be. Hardcore punk rock 
is yet another genre that has always 
been dominated by men but Damn 
Broads are here to set the world 
straight. So heavy, so angry... so 
perfect! The songs take on topics 
that are distinctly female—like being 
looked down on for being a woman in 
a band and dealing with male-driven 
scene politics—are interspersed with 


songs about addiction, racism, police 
brutality, and corporate greed. My 
favorite song on the disc is “No Fucks 
Given,” which deals with living your 
life exactly how you feel you should, 
regardless of what anyone else might 
say. This is the real fucking deal! 
Damn Broads are the best spikes and 
studs punk band I have heard in years. 
Now if you'll excuse me, I have a 
mess to clean up because I just jumped 
through my: coffee table listening to 
this again! —Ty Stranglehold (Vicious 
Mistress, viciousmistressrecords. 
bandcamp.com) 


DARIUS KOSKI: What Was Once 
Is By and Gone: CD 


- Even disregarding his side projects, 


I’m firmly of the opinion that Darius 
Koski, as guitarist for the Swingin’ 
Utters for the past twenty-five years, 
is probably one of punk’s greatest 
songwriters. No joke. Band is 
criminally underrated. I don’t want to 
swing around the lofty term “genius,” 
but his work is of lasting importance, 
and the guy, I say, THE GUY CAN 
PLAY. That said, I was excited to hear 
this solo record. It eschews traditional 
punk (or even rock) overtures, but the 
Swingin Utters have been doing that 
for a number of records now. This is 
a laid back—at times mesmerizing— 
album, if a pretty uneven one. Think 
traditional ballads, klezmer, folk, all 
done with Koski’s full instrumentation. 
The bummer is that he tacks all the 
slow songs—including a few drowsy 
instrumentals—into the middle of 


what is already a mid-tempo record, 
and boy, does it drag. But when 
Koski’s on, like in “Because He’s 
Beautiful” and “Black Sheep,” it’s a 
buoyant, confident, melancholy noise, 
and there’s little else like it. —Keith 
Rosson (Fat) 


DARIUS KOSKI: What Was Once 

Is By and Gone: CD 

Plumber by day, troubadour by night. 
I guess I could call him out for having 
a song on this record called “Soap 
Opera” that sounds like The Young 
and the Restless theme music. But 
then that begs the question of why I 
am so lame that I recognize it? For 
some reason the vocals remind me 
of Murray Attaway. “A Fresh Glass 
of Nothing” and “Little Johnny” 
made my ears perk up. Maybe in a 
live setting this may resonate a bit 
more with me. Time will tell. -Sean 
Koepenick (Fat) 


DAVID NANCE: Live at WFMU: CS 

If I had a sad, weird, older sister, I 
would expect that this would tickle 
her imaginary fancy. The electric 
guitar and vocals take the front, 
and everything else is in the back. 
The vocals remind me of Jonathan 
Richman and that guy from The Hold 
Steady. The guitars are artful, in a 
Velvet Underground-derivative kind 
of way. The Internet tells me that Mr. 
Nance was in a band with Bill Direen, 
which leads me to believe that he has 
some stuff that I would be into, but this 
is too on the cusp for me. Wanted it to 
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be more bizarre and less sad. —Vincent 
(forwardfast.bandcamp.com) 


DEAD HOPE: 

Songs from the Second Floor: CD 
Scrappy, scratchy, and, at times, 
almost psychedelic indie pop. Take 
Sonic Youth’s brighter moments, 
filter it through garage rock grit, et 
voila. Songs ably stick to the noggin 
with sugary hooks to tease the ear 
but enough noise to keep it all from 
getting too saccharine. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dead Hope) 


DEAD WEIGHTS: 

Mountain Arresting: CD 

To me, Dead Weights’ sound has always 
been quintessential modern American 
punk. A pure Fest-style band, or at least 
what I consider to be the Fest sound. 
They’ve now dropped their second LP 
on us, recorded by Ottawa’s infamous 
Topon Das of Fuck The Facts fame. 
For being such a solid group, it doesn’t 
seem like Dead Weights have gotten 
their just due. Canada isn’t the easiest 
country to break out of, but these guys 
definitely deserve more attention. If 
you’re a fan of Iron Chic, Leatherface, 
or Off With Their Heads, Mountain 
Arresting is certainly something 
you’ll enjoy, so don’t hesitate to seek 
it out. —Steve Adamyk (Self-released, 
deadweights.bandcamp.com) 


DEPRAVED: Self-titled: 7” EP 

Throwback style powerviolence from 
Reseda, Calif.: unrelenting first wave 
fury with classic American hardcore 


riffs and breakdowns that could cause 
severe bodily injury. Crossed Out and 
Man Is The Bastard fist fighting Infest 
when suddenly a group of hoodlums 
with knives and chains jumps in. No 
one wins. —Juan Espinosa (To Live A 
Lie, tolivealie.com / Practiced Hatred, 
depravedhc.bandcamp.com) 


DETACHED OBJECTS: Dirt Birth: 12” 

Dirgy and ominous punk from 
Arizona. Maybe a little Wipers and 
a little Gun Club? It makes me feel 
like I’m driving fast down an empty 
highway with my headlights off. Four 
songs on a one-sided 12”, and the 
mastering’s way louder on Bandcamp. 
I highly suggest you check it out there. 
—Chris Terry (gilgongorecords.com) 


DINOSAURS, THE: Self-titled: LP 
Recordings from 1978-‘79 from one 
of St. Louis’s early punk groups. Their 
sound is more on the Midwestern 
garage/proto punk end of the spectrum, 
the sound is clear, and the tunes are 
catchy if not mind-boggling. Solid 
contribution to their hometown’s aural 
archive. -Jimmy Alvarado (BDR) 


DIRECT HIT / PEARS: 

Human Movement: Split CD 

Oh, I don’t know. I’m one of those 
dinguses who really enjoys Direct 
Hit’s early stuff and has never quite 
understood the frenzy surrounding 
Pears. Not to say that both bands 
aren’t solid musicians and in full 
command here, and it’s really smart 
and all that, but this split just leaves 


the heart, brain, and the rest of the 
ol’ physiognomy a little unbothered. 
The songs are just resolutely there, 
you know? Fiercely competent, 
technically proficient, melody takes 
a backseat to the ferocity. Direct 
Hit’s “Open Your Mind” is one of 
their only non-hardcore songs here, 
and it joyfully harkens back to their 
earlier “Werewolf Shame” days, but 
if this split is any indication, they 
essentially seem to have reinvented 
themselves. Pears, meanwhile, is 
fast and crazed and veering around, 
with songs parts seemingly jammed 
together after being picked from a 
hat, and little room for the music to 
breathe at all—the vocals rarely let 
up through their half dozen songs. 
Strain all that through the Fat Wreck 
Production Colander and there you 
have it. Gorgeously ugly purple and 
red layout, but I really wanted to 
like this a bit more than I did. —Keith 
Rosson (Fat) 


DIRTY & HIS FISTS: Self-titled: 7” 
Blacked-out scumbag punk opening 
the cooler and taking your last beer. 
It’s primal in its execution, yet the 
sounds intricately weave into one 
another in a way that you can tell they 
know what they’re doing. Challenge 
the grimiest of the PNW synth-trash, 
and best of southeast garage punk to 
see who can stay up the longest, then 
put all your money on Los Angeles’s 
Dirty & His Fists. These boys are 
winners. You can smell it. —Daryl 
(Feel It) 


DISASTROID: Screen: CD 

This San Francisco-based group 
combines the sound of ‘90s grunge 
with sludge metal and stoner rock 
in an eclectic mix that may remind 
listeners of Melvins. The first song 
on the album begins by drawing the 
sort of frenetic quietness of grunge 
bands before the fuzz pedals really 
start roaring and the song gets 
heavier. This first track, “Screen,” 
actually exemplifies everything I 
dislike about some of the vocals 
on the record. They’re belted in a 
way that sounds unpleasant when 
accompanied by the dejected 
guitars, like a metal vocalist 
auditioning for an alternative rock 
band. The vocals are occasionally 
a bit more appropriate. “Dinosaur,” 
for example, sounds far better, 
both individually and harmonized. 
But generally, the belting vocals 
unpleasantly contrast with the mood 
of the rest of the songs on this album. 
Instrumentation on all these tracks 
ranges from sorrowful to jammable 
and intense, where intricate and 
crashing drums complement slow 
and rugged riffing on the guitar. 
“Choke the Falcon” shines as an 
example of the pounding drums and 
exciting guitar work on this record. 
Listening to this album will take the 
listener back to the ‘90s world of 
flannel, sludge metal, and grunge. It’s 
not an awful record, but I can’t help 
but feel that with a change of vocals, 
this group could be doing a lot better. 
—Anna Farr (Self-released) 
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DOWZER: 

So Much for Silver Linings: CD 
Fast-paced, feels very West-Coast- 
punk-inspired. Despite the sort of 
downer title, it doesn’t feel that far 
away from upbeat. It sounds like 
something I would have pretended to be 
into when I was in high school because 
it’s tight and driving but I would have 
secretly been listening to darker, deep 
emo stuff because that’s where silver 
linings truly go to die. I’m pretty eh 
on this record, but not because it’s bad. 
It’s just because there are other records 
that already occupy the space in my 
mind (like Rehasher or another semi- 
posi punk band from a warm climate). 
—Theresa W. (Shield, shieldrecordings. 
com / Umlaut, umlautrecords.com) 


EARLY DISCLAIMERS: NYC EP: CS 
Gainesville three-piece that offers up 
four droning mid-tempo rockers here. 
If J Mascis put out a record with The 
Rain Parade, the results may come 
close to this offering. I can’t pick a 
favorite. But it flows from beginning 
to end and it feels good when it’s over. 
Isn’t that what we are all looking for in 
life? -Sean Koepenick (Let’s Pretend, 
letspretendrecs@gmail.com) 


EEL: Night Parade of 100 Demons: LP 

A band from Pittsburgh lays down a 
ruckus reminiscent of ‘80s Japanese 
hardcore as interpreted by Disorder. 
The sound is blown out of whack, the 
vocals are buried so deep in the mix 
they sound more like added static than 
human, and they’ve added an extra 


layer of noise on top so that things 
are much more grimy. Everything 
surprisingly comes together quite 
nicely, resulting in one bang-up barn 
burner of a release. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Beach Impediment) 


ELLEN & THE DEGENERATES: 

Herb Alert:7” 

Judging from the name alone, I 
was expecting something along the 
lines of The Bobbyteens or Nikki 
& The Corvettes. Not that they’re 
terribly far removed, but it’s much 
grungier than I expected while still 
being a pretty straight-forward punk 
band. The songs are cool and well 
written, though. Guitar licks that are 


reminiscent of All at times, while 


the vocals are right to the point with 
catchy choruses. “Smoochy” is likely 
my favorite of the batch. —Steve 
Adamyk (What’s For Breakfast?, 
wfbr.storeenvy.com) 


EPIC PROBLEM: False Hopes EP: 7" 
Four tracks of thickly layered English 
punk a la Leatherface as channeled by 
Dead Lazlo’s Place. Despite trying 
not to like this, I have to hand it to 
them—they nail it and manage to do 
so convincingly. I bet hoisting a pint 
and cheering these guys on in a live 
setting must be a fun time indeed. 
—Garrett Barnwell (Brassneck) 


ERODERS, THE: Self-titled: 7” 

The Eroders from Detroit self- 
describe as “kitchen punk,” which 
reasonably explains their bizarre, 


jerky bravura. A quick four songs 
are on display here, with each 
demonstrating a degree of panache 
without being too fancy about it. 
Garage punk is branching out into 
weirder territory lately, with The 
Eroders happily embracing this trend. 
I’m for it. —-Art Ettinger (It’s Trash!, 
itstrashrecords.bandcamp.com) 


EXHALANTS: Demo: CS 

Imagine if you were to mix the 
terse sense of urgency of Dig Out 
the Switch-era Dazzling Killmen 
combined mixed with a little Young 
Widows and just a touch of classic 
Unsane. Now, sprinkle that with a 
layer of definitive ‘90s punk hooks, 
like in the same way that a band like 
Unwound had hooks, and you might 
have something in the ballpark of 
Exhalants. There are other things 
going on here, too—there’s a part of 
the song “Unshut” that reminds me of 
a very specific (early) Rye Coalition 
song. There are some quiet spoken 
vocal parts alternating with loud 
and screamy, heavy bombastic parts 
on another song (aka the winning 
songwriting formula of the mid- 
“90s). There’s a lot here to like, and I 
like it a Jot. Basically, if you’re a fan 
of ‘90s-influenced punk with noise 
rock leanings, then you’re going to 
want to get Exhalants on your radar 
pretty quickly. This five-song demo 
doesn’t disappoint, and I eagerly 
await whatever they have coming up 
next. -Mark Twistworthy (exhalants. 
bandcamp.com) 


FACELESS BURIAL: 

Grotesque Miscreation: LP 

Do you like OSDM? If you don’t 
know what OSDM is, then probably 
not. If so, then I think this is pretty 
solid, though I can’t be sure. Aside 
from the entire catalog of genre- 
inventors Death, a little Morbid Angel, 
Unleashed, and Bolt Thrower, the death 
metal subgenre is largely a tough pill 
to swallow, even for this punk rocker 
who’s a part-time metalhead. Trve 
metalheads will disagree and probably 
love this. -Chad Williams (Iron Lung, 
lifeironlungdeath. blogspot.com) 


FANG: Rise Up!: CD 

I was surprised by the sound of the new 
Fang, but I was also out of touch with 
the fact that the singer has been doing 
it on and off in various forms over the 
years. Their first two albums were 
classics of sloppy punk anger with a 
hint at what would become the quality 
end of grunge. This album is dyed-in- 
the-wool California hardcore—maybe 
they’ve sounded like that for longer at 
this point. But this is solid, no solos, 
angry hardcore with catchy choruses 
like “Out for Blood” and “This Means 
War.” It’s catchy in that way. If you’re 
into speed and back-ups, it’s done 
well. —Billups Allen (Die Laughing) 


FIFTEEN: Self-titled: 7” 

Originally released in 1990, when 
bandleader Jeff Ott was fresh off 
the breakup of Crimpshrine, this 
influential EP is seeing the light of day 
again. Fifteen play slow and sincere 
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singalong pop punk with an underlying 
folk feel, like if Billy Bragg was from 
the 924 Gilman scene. A recurring 
lyrical theme is loving others in a 
world that feels like it’s bursting with 
hate, which is pretty damn refreshing 
right now. This record is definitely 
rooted in a certain time and place, but 
it retains a certain starry-eyed charm a 
quarter of a century later. It’s easy to 
see why so many folky and political 
melodic punk bands from Gainesville 
and Bloomington cite Fifteen as an 
influence. —Chris Terry (Dead Broke) 


FIFTEEN: Swain’s First Bike Ride: LP 

It’s hard for me to fathom that anyone 
reading this isn’t already familiar 
with Fifteen, the band formed and 
fronted in 1989 by ex-Crimpshrine 
and notoriously troubled frontman 
Jeff Ott. This LP is a reissue of their 
first full-length, originally released in 
°91. Fifteen, in my opinion, peaked 
with their second LP A Choice of a 
New Generation, but this first record 
is definitely a noteworthy piece of 
their legacy. Fifteen were an East Bay 
punk band tried and true, and while 
the history books have reclassified 
many bands of this scene and era to 
simply be “pop punk,” Fifteen were 
always different. Lyrically, Fifteen 
had a straightforward approach on 
a lot of political and social issues. 
They occasionally rubbed people 
the wrong way with their sometimes 
naive deconstruction of serious issues 
and/or (especially on this record) the 
inclusion of mild spiritual-minded 


thoughts. But, lacking in sincerity 
this record was not, mixing in just the 
right amount of love songs amongst 
the social commentary. The gruffness 
of the vocals is what Fifteen is most 
known for, often so horrible but also 
so completely great at the same time. 
The vocals at times might be off key 
(or seemingly just.completely off) 
while yet always working the perfect 
amount of magic for the epic Jeff Ott 
gruff sing-a-long in every song. I loved 
this record when it came out originally, 
and even though I probably haven’t 
really listened to it in twenty years, 
upon putting this on the turntable I 
eased right back into it, just like an 
endearing visit from an old friend. In 
addition, the fresh re-mastering job 
on this reissue really gives it a new 
brightness. While not as essential as 
the second LP that followed it, this is 
a great record that helped define ‘90s 
Bay Area punk. —Mark Twistworthy 
(Dead Broke, deadbrokerecords.com) 


FILTH: Live at Gilman Feb 28 1992: LP 

I think the main question here is, 
“Does the recording quality suck?” 
The answer to that is a resounding no. 
The second question is, “Does it have 
their best songs?” And the answer to 
that is a resounding maybe. To me, 
it’s missing a few of their best, most 
notably “You Are Shit” and “Today’s 
Lesson.” However, it has their best 
song, “Violence as a Solution.” In my 
opinion, which is sometimes humble 
and sometimes not, Filth were the 
best band to come out of the Gilman 


scene. They were raw, ferocious, and 
introspective with an eye towards the 
external world. Angry that the world 
wasn’t filled with peace and love, and 
looking to destroy in order to find 
solace. Nihilistic, but couldn’t help 
but give a shit. Paradoxical as fuck, 
a punk koan. This LP is a benefit for 
Berkeley Needle Exchange Emergency 
Distribution—harm reduction is still 
cool. If you get a chance to pick it up, 
do it. If you haven’t heard Filth before, 
you are sorely missing out. —Vincent 
(No address listed) 


FIRE HEADS: Self-titled: LP 

Reviewing records for Razorcake is not 
always something that commands my 
full attention. I get a stack of records, 
half of which usually look stupid, and 
then I put ‘em on and kinda go about 
my business. So I popped this one on 
the turntable without looking at it, and 
started gazing through a_ basketball 
card set I had bought from 1969 
instead, figuring it would make nice 
background music. So I’m looking at 
my basketball cards, do-de-do-de-do, 
Wilt Chamberlain, fuck yeah, and about 
half a song into it I’m like fuck, this guy 
is totally raging. I try to go back to my 
cards, but I’m like, fuck, this is GOOD! 
Is there a lyric sheet? I gotta find the 
lyric sheet! So now ’mall YEAH YEAH 
YEAH RIGHT THE FUCK ON, trying to 
squint my way through the squished-up 
hand-written lyrics, the band is roaring 
like a tornado of highly adrenalized 
despair, sounding kinda like a revved- 
up, de-Victorianized version of Stiffs, 


Inc. (or maybe a doubly-revved-up, 
un-poetry-slammed Flesh Eaters?), and 
I’m reading along, and my basketball 
cards are tossed to the side, and, when 
all is said and done, I’m like fuck yeah, 
that was cool —and, only at that point, 
do I flip the lyric sheet over and realize 
that it’s a Bobby Hussy project, and I 
know him. So, yes, good work, Bobby: 
In a blind taste test, you proved more 
compelling than the 1969-‘70 Topps 
basketball set. Truth! BEST SONG: 
“Wait to Speak.” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Yuuu.” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: Bobby Hussy has stated 
publicly that the greatest compliment 
anyone has ever paid him was when 
I called him “Madison’s stonedest 
genius” in Razorcake, and I am always 
happy to repeat the favor. -Rev. Nerb 


(Big Neck) 


FIREBURN: 

Don't Stop the Youth: 12” EP 

Fierce. Unrelenting. Punishing. This 
record is all that and more. “Break 
It Down” is basically the aural 
equivalent of your house being on fire. 
It’s too late to control the flames. The 
groove downshifts at the end of this 
platter into a dub mix. But don’t be 
fooled. Buy this and then go see them 
live. They will most likely singe your 
eyebrows off. In a good way. —Sean 
Koepenick (Closed Casket Activities, 
info@closedcasketactivities.com) 


FIRST BASE: Not That Bad: LP 
On the first few listens of this Toronto 
outfit’s second album, I couldn’t help 
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but keep thinking of the Northern Irish 
music scene from decades ago. This 
was because of the pure power pop 
drive that just reminded me of The 
Moondogs and The Starjets with some 
bass lines which could have come from 
the fingers of Stiff Little Fingers’ Ali 
McMordie. I’m not sure that First Base 
picked on that specific geographical 
position when deciding upon the 
musical direction it would take, but for 
me there’s a definite correlation. I’d 
also throw a bit of Marc Bolan in, too, 
to ensure a complete overview. If you 
like memorable riffs, catchy lyrics, and 
jaunty tunes then this should be on your 
wants list. —Rich Cocksedge (Drunken 
Sailor, drunkensailorrecs@gmail.com, 
drunkensailorrecords.co.uk) 


FLATLINERS: Great Awake Demos: 7” 
It’s another release in the Fat Wreck 
demo series from the band Flatliners. 
This is my first time hearing the band 
after hearing the name for many 
years. It’s much rawer than what I 
expected, sounding a lot like early 
Strike Anywhere, especially on “This 
Is Giving Up.” The other two songs 
stick with the Strike Anywhere vibe, 
but hints of influence from D4 and the 
entire roster of twenty-first century 
releases on this label can be heard as 
well. —Mike Frame (Fat Wreck) 


GALANOS: Deceiver Receiver: CD 

Dark indie goth(?) steeped in fuzzy 
reverb guitars and spaghetti western 
Americana. A hint of Birthday Party 
influence peeks through when they 


decide to get rambunctious, but things 
are pretty laid back for the most part. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Pyrrthic Victory) 


GASP: Sore for Days Demo 96:CS 
Largely overlooked during their 


original lifespan, Los Angeles’s 
recently reformed powerviolence 
stalwarts Gasp’s demo tape is 


reissued a mere twenty-one years 
later, much to the surprise of the 
uninformed. Those in the know back 
then knew that Gasp was L.A.’s not- 
to-be-missed band. Despite affinity 
and praise from their scene peers, 
the band sadly experienced only 
limited range to spread their message 
of delusion, fear, and hopelessness 
in the form of some of the most 
punishing underground music at the 
time. Acid-throated vocals, guitars 
heavier than Pig Champion (both 
literally and figuratively), and a 
tightly intertwined rhythm section 
are mere mortal descriptions of the 
juggernaut wall of sound which 
tests the limits of cobalt tape, not to 
mention your stereo speakers’ wiring. 
Most of their releases (with perhaps 
the exception of their stunning full 
length masterpiece Drome Triler of 
Puzzle Zoo People) are fairly easy to 
track down. So once you’re done with 
this morsel, put down whatever it is 
you think is a heavy band’s record and 
make sure you get acquainted with the 
smorgasbord that is their discography. 
Then act like you fucking know for 
once in your life. —Juan Espinosa (To 
Live A Lie, tolivealie.com / Nero One) 





Don Giovanni Records 


GENERATORS, THE: Street Justice: 7” 
According to their bio, these boys 
started writing songs back in 1997. 
That shows the true dedication. This 
is a seasoned band of guys who have 
been playing punk rock under the 
radar for years. I noticed Ted Hahn 
on the back cover—who’s played 
in Smogtown and Star Strangled 
Bastards, to name a few. If you like 
punk rock played at its best, you 
probably already have this record. 
—Ryan Nichols (Pirates Press) 


GEROS, THE: Razor Dog:7” 

This incredible, raw release from 
Osaka, Japan’s Geros will probably 
be sold out by the time this issue 
gets published. Quintessentially 
Japanese, this is the sort of record 
that is truly irresistible. Funny and 
rocking, the two songs included here 
are representative of the absurdly 
good sounds hailing from the East. 
And we’re not talking Boston. Secret 
Mission had less than two hundred of 
these available in the U.S., so make 
sure to find it while you still can. 
It’s a fun one! —Art Ettinger (Secret 
Mission, secretmissionrecords.com) 


GIRTH CONTROL: 

Shorter Faster Dumber: 7” 

Cramming fourteen tracks onto a 
7” single means that only one song 
manages to break the sixty second 
mark on this release from Girth 
Control, a band featuring members 
of The Slaughterhouse Chorus from 
Albany, New York. These short, 


sharp blasts remind me of very early 
Descendents with occasional bursts 
of ska thrown into the mix. It all 
works really well and the brevity of 
thesongs means that it’s impossible 
for any one of them to overstay its 
welcome. This is exceptionally good 
fun and a well-titled release. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Built 4 BBQ, built4bbq. 
com, built4bbq@gmail.com) 


GRAVE RETURN: Self-titled: 12” 

Brats in Battalions for the twenty- 
first century. There must be a 
wormhole below modern Orlando, 
Florida that connects directly to 
1982. Grave Return is the latest in 
a solid succession of Orlando bands 
that fully understand how to play the 
style without ever sounding dated or 
committing theft from the old school 
bands that they and us all love. 
These eight songs feel immediately 
familiar without being derivative at 
all. Left turns in the arrangements 
at unexpected moments, combined 
with killer melodic hooks—in both 
vocals and lead guitar—make this 
12” my record of the month. —Chad 
Williams (Self-released, gravereturn. 
bandcamp.com) 


GUN CLUB: In My Room: LP 

Damn, I love the Gun Club. The reason 
I started reading Razorcake is because 
of the Gun Club (the first issue I bought 
was #29, featuring Ryan Leach’s oral 
history. I still have it and it’s beat to 
hell from how much I lent it out to 
friends.) I would argue (and win) that 
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Jeffrey Lee Pierce’s solo LP Wildweed 
is criminally underrated. So, I was 
excited to find out that an apparent 
“final” Gun Club album would see the 
light of day. Bang! Records has been 
doing right by the Gun Club the past 
few years with high-quality reissues. 
But, my music budget is tight these 
days, and this is a costly import, so it 
took some arm-twisting to convince 
myself to buy this. I’m not sure how I 
feel, even after many spins. I prefer to 
view these songs as works in progress. 
JLP’s voice sounds better than I 
thought it would for this stage of his 
self-abused life. But there’s some 
magic missing from the guitars. Most 
of the tracks are rhythm heavy (not 
a bad thing) and lack JLP’s unique 
noodling. There are too many covers 
(“Land Of 1000 Dances” is absolutely 
unnecessary; “Can’t Explain” doesn’t 
offend me; I can’t believe anyone 
would try to pass off “Shame and 
Pain” as anything other than a rip off 
of the Lovin’ Spoonful’s “Summer in 
the City.” Seriously!) The packaging 
itself is a nice gatefold with lyrics, 
but I would have preferred liner notes 
instead. I don’t want to sound like ’m 
dumping all over this, but Jn My Room 
is more for Gun Club completists. I 
know you’re out there, and you will 
want this album. —Sal Lucci (Bang!) 


GUTARA KYO: Self-titled: 10” 

Maxed-out trash punk from Kobe, 
Japan. With hardcore-like speeds and 
a tendency for vocals that sound like 
they’re being screamed while writhing 


around on the ground, Giitara Kyo do 
quite the job of making a racket yet 
never losing the structure of the song. 
The execution of Bad Brains filtered 
through the fidelity of Teengenerate. 
If you’ve been looking for a reason 
to smash all your personal belongings 
and set them afire in your front yard, 
put this record on. —Daryl (Slovenly / 
Mondo Mongo) 


HANS GRUBER AND 

THE DIE HARDS: Self-titled: CD 

It’s the holiday season as I’m 
writing this, and I can’t think of a 
more appropriate time of the year 
to be reviewing a band who takes 
its name from the villain of one of 
the best Christmas movies’ of all 
time. While I won’t address the 
controversy surrounding those who 
think Die Hard isn’t a Christmas 
movie (they’re wrong), I will say 
that I think the concept of Hans 
Gruber And The Die Hards is great. 
Apart from Die Hard, there are 
nods here to movies as diverse as 
Meatballs and Ghostbusters, with 
the Die Hards’ reimagining of the 
Ghostbusters theme. When you 
combine a great concept with great 
songwriting and performances, the 
result is an album that is entertaining 
and really damn catchy. Even after 
repeated listens, I’m still stoked to 
blast this in my car. In the words of 
John McClane, “Yippee ki-yay mother 
fucker!” —Paul J. Comeau (Hans 
Gruber, hansgruberandthediehards@ 
gmail.com) 


HARD-ONS / NOT SCIENTISTS: 

Split: 7” 

Hard-Ons: A tune from the 
“metal” side of their hydra-headed 
sound—dark dissonant, and not as 
immediately catchy as their Ramones- 
meets-Descendents type stuff tends 
to be. Not Scientists: A more modern 
sound—catchy, fist-in-the-air stuff 
that makes me think of The Killers at 
times. —Jimmy Alvarado (Shield) 


HEAVY LIDS: “Bleed” 


b/w “No Reason”: 7" 
These two tracks are grizzly, fuzzy 
punk rock that don’t. sacrifice 


snarling anger for admittedly twisted 
musicality. While brevity is one of 
the cherished aesthetic rules of punk, 
I found this record ended too soon. 
I want more, which means they’re 
doing it right. —Lyle (Big Neck) 


HEAVY POCKETS: Mopeless; LP 

Three-pieces have the most fun. 
They’re able to whip up delectable 
pop morsels without being 
hampered by too many cooks in the 
kitchen. Heavy Pockets, from New 
Hampshire, consists of Shayla, Nate, 
and Zac, who form an unshakeable 
sonic triangle. Equal parts familiar 
and refreshingly heartfelt, Heavy 
Pockets provides fourteen songs of 
introspective, loud-quiet-loud indie 
punk (think Swearin’ or Martha). 
Every distorted power chord is 
followed by vulnerable, often 
relatable, lyrics: “I don’t feel like a 
girl much, but I don’t want to be one 


of the boys.” It’s difficult to pinpoint 
what Heavy Pockets does differently 
from other bands who worship at 
the altar of ‘90s indie punk, but who 
cares? Throw on a flannel and bask 
in the warm vibes. —Sean Arenas 
(Dead Broke, deadbrokerecords. 
com / Cat Dead Details Later) 


HIGHTOWER: Club Dragon: CD 

When I read that this record was 
produced by Steve Evetts, I felt like 
everything made complete sense. 
This second record from the Paris- 
based, three-piece pop punk outfit 
is a tight, dialed in ode to some of 
the most classic records from Evett’s 
career, especially those indelible 
Saves The Day records that have 
got to be some of the underlying 
skeleton work of these songs. This 
would be a great driving-around- 
having-feelings-on-a-summer-night 
record. It gets into some of the 
darker, more melodic and soaring 
pop punk veins; a more polished 
and better engineered Further Seems 
Forever. Next time I’m feeling like 
lamenting something that feels way 
more devastating than it is, I’ll pull 
this out and throw it on. —Theresa W. 
(Krod, krodrecords.eu) 


HOUND: Born Under 76: LP 

The strangely strong vocals save this 
bearded bar punk act from Philadelphia 
from degenerating into cock rock 
territory. Influenced by the blues and 
classic rock in some semi-novel ways, 
there’s an attempt at artistry here that 
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generally succeeds, although the 
extended instrumental passages aren’t 
as fulfilling as the times when the 
stellar vocals are present. It’s worth a 
listen, especially on vinyl, which Let’s 
Pretend never disappoints with, quality- 
wise. —Art Ettinger (Let’s Pretend) 


HULDREKALL: 

What Else Will Fade?: CS 

Huldrekall makes bombastic black 
metal replete with wailing-screaming 


vocals over lengthy, ethereal 
compositions that wander from 
driving, guitar-driven borderline 


noise to softer-reverberating acoustic 
moments (even featuring, at one 
point, birds chirping) and back 
again. Lyrical content discusses 
decay, indoctrination, darkness, and 
oppression. The psychedelic influence 
shows but in the least hippy-friendly 
way possible, making this tape a 
chill/chilling meditation on life’s 
unrelenting descent into chaos. A fun 
listen. —Lyle (Self-released, huldrekall. 
bandcamp.com) 


HUMANOIDS: Demo 2017: CS 

I don’t know what subgenre of punk 
this is. It’s like primitive, mid-tempo 
HC with a bunch of reverb on the 
vocals. It’s like a weird middle ground 
someone found between d-beat and oi. 
That’s not saying it’s bad, I just feel 
like this is a very young band and they 
haven’t found their sound yet, which 
is how I feel about a lot of bands doing 
this sort of thing. It’s over quick and 
I don’t know where they wanted it to 


go the first time around. —Ian Wise 
(humanoidspunk.bandcamp.com) 


HUSSY, THE: Self-titled: 7” 

The Hussy makes brash, borderline 
bratty pop punk that gets in your head 
and stays there. The tracks are frizzy and 
fun, and they don’t skimp on loudness or 
riffs. I’m also very partial to bands that 
feature male and female vocals. It’s a 
well balanced mix of melody and punk 
scuzz, which bodes well for their future 
releases. —Lyle (Big Neck) 


INDONESIAN JUNK: 

Stars in the Night: CD 

This record is moored in that vaporous, 
foggy swamp between power pop and 
punk. Daniel James, principal songwriter 
for this three-piece, has a long, involved 
pedigree in punk and knows exactly 
what he’s doing here. There’s often a 
kind of subdued Dead Boys tone to 
this, like if Stiv Bators hadn’t always 
come across like a tool, but the band 
also gleefully lurches around in the 
land of Cheap Trick as well. It’s a fun 
combination. There are moments where 
I wish they’d speed it up a bit or fling a 
bit more venom, but all in all, it’s a solid 
record. Great album cover, and I’m sure 
Norb would be able to tell what issue of 
Green Lantern they’re reading on the 
back. —Keith Rosson (Rum Bar) 


ISOTOPE: Wake Up Screaming: CS 

The singer of this Oakland band does 
the same barfy burp scream thing at 
the 0:24 mark on the first two songs, 
which threw me for a “Groundhog 


Day”-style loop, and kinda enforces 
the routine nature of what’s going on 
here. Still, I’m happy to be stuck ina 
rut if the routine involves banging out 
catchy crust anthems with melodic 
leads. Four songs, one of which is 
an Anti Cimex cover. —Chris Terry 
(isotopehardcore.bandcamp.com) 


JADE HELM: “Human Condition” 

b/w “Tell Me Something”: 7" 

Dark, post-punky indie rock. 
Straightforward drumming, ghostly yet 
poppy melodies, and jangly guitars with 
a couple pleasantly Cure-like riffs. That 
soaring, near-shouting chorus in “Tell 
Me Something” is great. Appropriate 
for a dimly lit, brooding corner at 
some cool desert party. -Indiana Laub 
(Gilgongo, jamesfella@hotmail.com, 
gilgongorecords.com) 


JEREMY PORTER AND THE TUCOS: 
Don't Worry It's Not Contagious: CD 
There is a sticker on the front of this 
CD. It tells me that they are from 
Detroit and this is their third album. 
Hey, if they think it is important then 
I need to wire the message down the 
line. I’m hearing some Slobberbone 
and Grand Champeen whirling around 
in a blender. The songwriting is solid 
and the playing is assured. “Patty’s 
Not Impressed,” but I am. —Sean 
Koepenick (GTG) 


JIM JONES AND THE RIGHTEOUS 
MIND: Super Natural: CD 

With a gothic, art noir cover, I was 
expecting something a bit darker 


when I popped this CD in. But this 
is rock’n’roll, straight up. There are 
some musical similarities to The 
Stooges, but with their own modern 
day dive bar twist. The vocals have a 
growl somewhere between the Afghan 
Whigs and a younger Tom Waits. 
There’s a great variety in songs. It’s 
not all rock’n’roll. There are a few 
darker melodic songs, like “Shallow 
Grave” that bring in piano and a 
softer, creepier side. Overall, this a 
great record, —Ryan Nichols (Hound 
Gawd!, info@houndgawd.com) 


JOEY CAPE: One Week Record: LP 

I did not expect to like this when I 
opened my review materials from 
Razorcake HQ. | find that old punks 
doing acoustic versions of old songs 
lack the energy of the original and 
the creative opportunities that new 
instrumentation can provide. I find 
them flat and boring. Thankfully, 
Lagwagon’s Joey Cape presents us 
with new recordings of old songs 
that are anything but flat and boring. 
They are reworked, reimagined, and 
reinvigorated with new life. Most 
Lagwagon fans already know that 
Cape is a fucking great songwriter. 
But those who don’t will hear his 
lyrics anew, accompanied only by 
simple acoustic guitar and piano. Joey 
Cape avoids the trap of beating on 
his acoustic instruments to create pop 
punk carbon copies. These recordings 
have real heart and soul. —Jon Mule 
(One Week, oneweekrecords.com / 
Fat Wreck, fatwreck.com) 
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New Dougs: Busy Boys =" 4, 
- BUSY BOYS is the second release from =“ ® 
CHICAGO new wavé / punk duo NEW DOUGS 
centered around singer Michelle Diamond and 
guitarist Jason Waclawik (ex Sig Transit Gloria, 
Brockmeyers). BUSY BOYS features several 
collaborations with other longstanding 
CHICAGO musicians and results in 
another set of catchy well crafted pop tunes. 


Barren Couples: S/T 

.. Long time friend of label Scott Thomson 
»«{ex - CHICAGO THRASH ENSEMBLE, IRON 

# -REMINBERS, LITTLEMAN COMPLEX, 

" LETTERBOMBS, and WAYOUTS) is back with 
- more music...this time in the form of a solo 
noise project. BARREN COUPLES debut is a 
4. ang collision of sounds that we like to 
describe as AMBIENT CHILL NOISE... 
possibly the appropriate soundtrack for sitting 
alone in a dark basement while ignoring your 
> family. Too harsh? 
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JOHN HAYS: Backsider: LP 

Guy with acoustic guitar. Beautiful, 
nearly all-black packaging, bright 
orange vinyl. Clearly a labor of love. 
There was a crusty old poet dude 
named Dan Nielsen who put out a 
few tapes in the ‘90s, just acoustic 
stuff he recorded in his garage. This 
reminds me a bit of that, though 
Backsider is clearly more earnest. 
But it’s rife with those AABB 
rhyme schemes, kinda flat vocals, 
and simple structures that harkens 
back to those old tapes. Didn’t quite 
hit the mark for me, but the visual 
presentation was awesome. —Keith 
Rosson (Starcleaner / Let's Pretend) 


JONNY KURT VS. HANK THE TANK: 
Awo Maria: LP 

The curious cover art set me to 
thinking that perhaps this was some 
kind of Alternative Tentacles-styled 
outsider artist working  their/its 
genius here, perhaps some kind of 
mental patient biker/artist who’s 
been selling hand-duped yodeling 
cassettes in the streets of Dusseldorf 
for the last thirty years whom we 
are only now getting set hip to the 
brilliance thereof. Turns out that, on 
the first side at least, JKvHtT are a 
serviceable if not terribly memorable 
German surf band, like the ones we 
used to get around these parts twenty 
or twenty-five years ago. Decent but 
nothing to text home about, though 
they do uncork one true wing ding, 
the utterly off the wall “Action II,” 
which sounds like German Martians 


eating my brain with fondue 
forks. The second side apparently 
unloosens the screws at the back of 
their tongues, because it’s got vocals, 
and is more all-over-the-place-ish, 
delivering reverbed-out minimalist 
oddness from goof-country to trad- 
punk. My take is that the schnitzel 
chased “extraordinary” and caught 
“pleasant” in the process. BEST 
SONG: “Action II.” BEST. SONG 
TITLE: “Verfassungschiitzer.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: I can’t remember the last time 
I saw pointillism on a record cover. 
—Rev. Norb (Mama Leone / Phantom 
/ E.Y.E.S.C.R.E.A.M. / Soundevil) 


KEITH CALMES: 

Surf Guitar Classics: CD 

Keith Calmes has played Carnegie 
Hall and has earned multiple degrees 
from such prestigious schools of 
music as Juilliard and the University 
of Southern California. Further 
research reveals that Calmes is the 
creator of The Laughing Messiah; a 
1980s punk fanzine that covered the 
Fresno, Calif. scene and reviewed 
the likes of MDC, the Varukers, and 
Bad Brains. A “real” musician with 
punk rock roots. Nice. He has also, 
I read, fulfilled opening duties for 
surf guitar legend Dick Dale. On this 
album, Surf Guitar Classics, Calmes 
performs iconic American songs like 
The Ventures’ “Walk, Don’t Run,” 
The Shadows’ “Apache,” and Stan 
Jones’s “Ghostriders in the Sky.” 
I love these songs and surf guitar 


in general, but I feel that Calmes’ 
approach, using a nylon-stringed, 
classical guitar leaves much to be 
desired when one is used to hearing 
the classic versions. I miss the reverb 
and tone of the original “Walk, Don’t 
Run” and the shitty drums that sound 
like the underside of a coffee can. 
Are Keith Calmes takes technically 
proficient? Yes. Nicely recorded? 
Absolutely. I will, however, still take 
the originals any day of the week. 
—Jon Mule (Laughing Messiah) 


KENNY KENNY OH OH: 

| Will Not Negotiate: LP 

After years of friends who have 
toured Europe telling me how great 
Kenny Kenny Oh Oh is, it’s nice to 
finally give them a listen and confirm 
that they do indeed totally crush it. 
Soviettes meets Vanna Inget: full 
throttle multi-vocalist assault, backed 
by that Euro-svartness sound. A riot 
gril gang cruising the streets of 
Leipzig on Vespas and motorcycles. 
Does it get punker than that? —Daryl 
(Contraszt! / Abfall) 


KIFF: Declares War on Music: CD 
Another band that owes everything to 
Antiseen and Meatmen, yet not nearly as 
good as either (and Antiseen are pretty 
bad). —Vincent (No address listed) 


LUNG LETTERS: Passing Days: 7” 

While not sounding much like Hiisker 
Dii, I keep feeling intonations of 
that band’s transitional period. Lung 
Letters are rougher around the edges, 


trade pop for garage, delve into chaos 
a bit more easily, and seem more 
confrontational. Nonetheless, the 
lyrics seem to permeate with a tired 
dread and confusion. The vocals 
come across as pleas, and the music 
itself an explosion of internal grief. 
These three tracks were a nice taste 
of what Lung Letters has to offer; 
just wish there was more. —Vincent 
(supersecretrecords.com) 


KING OF PIGS: Fear Remains: CD 

I bought this based on one track on 
the internet and was not disappointed 
when I heard the other seventeen 
tracks. Formed from the ashes of a 
handful of Nottingham (U.K.) based 
punk and metal bands, King Of Pigs 
blend those two approaches effectively 
to produce a hard-hitting, angry, 
and pissed-off sound with excellent 
vocals. Some bands are unable to 
sustain quality across so many tracks 
but King Of Pigs has no problem 
achieving a consistently high level on 
each song. Finishing with a cover of 
G.G. Allin’s “Bite It You Scum,” Fear 
Remains is a cracking hardcore album. 
-Rich Cocksedge (Self-released, 
kingofpigshc.bigcartel.com) 


KLAZO: Embarrassed of Living: LP 

When I saw that they do a cover of 
the KBD classic “Job” by Nubs, I 
anticipated something a bit unlike what 
this oddball Canadian two-piece has 
to offer. Not just a tribute act to vital 
punk of the past, they’re writing hooky 
tracks that are far from derivative. The 
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echo effect on the vocals takes a bit to 
get used to, but ends up adding to the 
already distorted charm. I’d be curious 
to see how it translates at a show, as 
the production has a highly barebones, 
intentionally simple quality to it. Very 
cool, very energetic, and it’s certainly 
nothing to be embarrassed about to 
love Embarrassed of Living. —Art 
Ettinger (It’s Trash!, itstrashrecords. 
bandcamp.com) 


KNIFE HITS: Eris: LP 

The intro is hard to peg on this one. Is 
this going to be black metal? Screamo? 
Post rock? Epic crustcore? A minute 
and a half in and we could really be 
going in any direction here. Is my 
turntable at the wrong speed? Is this a 
doom record? I’m going to switch over 
the 45RPM. It didn’t help. I think I like 
this but I’m still not even sure what it 
is. The drums are thudding now and I 
think it’s like that one Kylesa record, 
Time Will Fuse Its Worth. So here we 
are, still on the intro, but I know I’m 
gonna like it whenever it starts. Oh 
wait, 45 RPM was definitely the right 
speed. Now we’ve got some weirdo 
dissonant riffs like Pg. 99. This is still 
a weird one, the music ebbing and 
flowing, achieving that awkward sound 
where the drummer is hitting blast beats 
but it somehow sounds like they’re not 
playing fast, offset but driving beats 
and spacey breakdowns. This is good, 
really good. Fucked up and weird but 
not pretentious or conflated. Fans of 
the Robotic Empire catalog take note. 
—Ian Wise (Dead Tank) 


LADYGOD: 

Rock N Roll Kaliphate: CD 

This is the first full length album 
from the garage psych band 
Ladygod. Surprisingly, this record 
opens with some exploration in the 
psychedelic folk genre. And- hey, 
it does it pretty well! The opening 
song, “Pretty Clean Tramp,” is laid 
back and lazy in the best possible 
way. The meandering vocals work 
very well with the sluggish rhythm 
guitar. Things get a bit more 
aggressive—but just a bit—in the 
next few tracks, where similar vocals 
are laid over some noisier riffs. The 
song “Can’t Go Wrong” is a sort 
of midpoint between noise, garage, 
and pop music, complemented 
by the vocals being distorted in a 
perfectly fitting way. This band has 
multiple vocalists, male and female, 
who seem to all match each other, 
and the music, with their lethargic 
droning. Things get more emotional 
in songs like “Talking to Myself,” 
while avoiding cringe-inducing 
angst that could have emerged had 
the execution been handled poorly. 
Finally, “Running Scared” features 
noisy instrumentation that becomes 
more chaotic as the song progresses. 
Ultimately, this is an incredibly 
lethargic, psychedelic, noisy 
garage album and it is fantastic. 
Fans of the genre, or those looking 
for an album to jam on a lazy day, 
would very likely enjoy this album. 
-Anna Farr (Bossy Lil - Thing, 
bossylilthingrecords.com) 
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LAST GIANT: 

Memory of the World: CD 

Do you have an everlasting love of 
the worst of post-Nirvana ‘90s alt- 
rock radio? No, you don’t long for 
the days of Collective Soul? Well, 
are you in the market for something 
that you can barely tolerate that 
your mother can groove to? No, 
you’d rather sit in silence, you say? 
So be it. If you change your mind, 
Last Giant has something for you. — 
Vincent (Little One Ate The Big One, 
lastgiantband.com) 


LAW/LESS: Demo 2017: CS 

UK82 is kind of weird term, honestly. 
Is it oi or anarcho punk or fuzzed-out 
UKHC? It could really mean any of 
those things, and I like that there are 
bands like Law/Less that borrow 
parts of each. The core of the band is 
definitely the anarcho side of things, 
the mid-tempo drum beats and blown- 
out vocals are obviously coming from 
somewhere—and I imagine that bands 
like The System, Blitzkrieg, and early 
Rudimentary Peni make up the basis 
of that sound—but they’re moving 
in a new direction. These five songs 
are the product of a fresh band, but 
they don’t sound like a product of a 
naive band. The songs move in five 
different. directions and skirt the 
tendency to paint a project in a corner 
though limited influences and a small 
thinking. This demo is great but I’m 
more excited to see what they do in 
the future. —Ian Wise (lawlesscult. 
bandcamp.com) 


LIGHT FM: Let the Death Toll Rise:7" 
Very, very polished two-fer from these 
L.A. stalwarts. Too catchy to hate, 
both tracks have a lazy, Rentals thing 
going on which you could either love 
or hate. Listening to this, I hear “car 
commercial,” but I suppose people like 
car commercials. Very, um, ambitious. 
—Garrett Barnwell (Pig Baby) 


LILLINGTONS, THE: 

Stella Sapiente: CD 

Oftentimes when bands write a new 
record after a lengthy hiatus (ten years 
inthis case), it’s either a flat-out mistake 
or a flailing attempt at recreating 
earlier moments of glory. With Stella 
Sapiente, the band not only doesnt 
bomb, but they gracefully, powerfully 
expand on a previous template, and 
almost always do it successfully. They 
stepped out of the box a bit for this 
one, and it worked. It’s still an album 
rife with that propulsive pop punk 
stuff they’ve always done so well, but 
there’s an undercurrent of solemnity 
and foreboding that I can’t help but 
associate with groups like Crusades. 
There’s breathing room here, quiet 
sections that let the songs settle. It’s 
all still stupidly catchy, but there’s a 
newfound darkness as well, and that 
darkness has a surprising depth to it. 
—Keith Rosson (Fat, fatwreck.com) 


LILLINGTONS, THE: 
Stella Sapiente: CD 
You could’ve fooled me, Kody. The 
Project 313 EP that was released as a 
pre-curser to this new LP was stellar, 
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but it doesn’t have the almost-goth vibe 
they hint at on Stella Sapiente. But with 
that in mind, while the new record does 
have a unique feel to it compared to 
their other records, it’s still very much 
a Lillingtons album. And that’s a good 
thing. This needs to be addressed, as 
I’ve read a lot of comments and reviews 
alluding to post-punk, even making 
reference to bands like Crusades. I get 
where people are going with that, but 
it’s misleading (and bullshit). Yes, the 
album is chock full of elongated intros 
that sound somewhat reminiscent of 
Echo & The Bunnymen, there are 
lyrical themes that are clearly dark and 
touch on religion, et cetera, but aside 
from that, the crux of each song is what 
you’d expect from the band who gave 
you Death by Television. In short, no 
major surprises in Kody’s voice, song 
structures, or guitar leads, except for 
the fact that the band is clearly at the 
peak of their musicianship. Kody’s 
voice has never sounded so good. How 
many singers can say that after twenty 
years? Some might disagree, but some 
of these songs even remind me of a 
few of them lesser-known hits on later 
Ramones records, like Mondo Bizzaro 
or Brain Drain (albeit this release 
is much slicker). “Perfect Pleasure” 
is likely my track of choice on this 
sucker. --Steve Adamyk (Fat Wreck, 
fatwreck.com) 


LION SLICER: Self-titled: LP 

Loose, scrappy Green Bay hardcore. 
Guitarist has a way of inserting a metal 
influence without being obvious about 
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it, while the rest of the band rides the 
ubiquitous oomPAHoomPAH beat for 
all it’s worth. Jimmy Alvarado (Lion 
Slicer, facebook.com/Lion.Slicer) 


LONE WOLF: “Haunted Ways” 

b/w “Like This Again”: Flexi 7” 
Rotterdam’s Lone Wolf, featuring 
ex-members of the Apers and 
Accelerators, makes polished pop 
punk complete with multipart 
harmonies and anguished lyrics set 
to infectious melodies. It’s along 
the lines of the Marked Men and 
the Exploding Hearts. Pop punkers 
should keep an eye out for their 
forthcoming LP. —Lyle (Self-released, 
wearelonewolf.com) 


LONGBOAT: E(Minus): CD 

Whatever, maybe I’mnotsmart enough 
to “get” this record, or the other three 
that accompany it in its quartet series. 
I’m impressed that mastermind Igor 
Keller has put out eleven records since 
2011, but listening to this, that feat just 
seems like an exercise in discipline 
rather than an endless fountain of 
artistic inspiration. I read that Keller 
refers to this project as “‘Seattle’s least 
favorite band” and I would probably 
disagree, just because there are 
definitely bands in Seattle that I hate 
more. But, I wouldn’t be surprised if 
someone thought that, especially since 
there is just some antagonizing quality 
about it all. I mean this record is long, 
but structured, with twenty-seven 
songs, all but two within the two-to- 
three minute range. It’s a less rock- 
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influenced Beck, dependent solely (it 
seems) on electronic instrumentation. 
It’s not my particular brand of self- 
punishment for the sake of novelty 
(mine is certainly Jud Jud), but it could 
easily serve that purpose. —Theresa W. 
(AchDuLiebeZeit! Music) 


LOTFETT: Oi! the Bootleg: CS 

I. was surprised to hear that this 
German tape with oi in the name 
sounds more like the cowpunky, Devo- 
ish stuff coming out of our very own 
American middle west than it does 
like British working class pop punk. 
These are frenetic, twangy tracks 
spiked with synths, drum machines, 
and the occasional funky bassline. It’s 
catchy, raw, and infectiously weird. 
The tape also appears to be a genuine 
bootleg, handsomely packaged in a 
fold-out paper package and stocked 
with a photocopied lyrics insert, 
which allows you to Google-translate 
German phrases that turn out to mean 
something like, “I puked in the bong 
again.” Hell yeah. An excellent, 
highly punk tape. —Lyle (Phantom, 
phantom.tk) 


LUCKY DIOXIDE: 

Rwanda Machete: 7" EP 

Poppy political punk. While its take on 
headier subject matter—government, 
genocide, and scene politics—is a 
welcome alternative to the usual sad 
sack lyrical content of that particular 
punk gutter, the tunes themselves 
stay well entrenched in its template’s 
borders, resulting in tunes that 


ultimately sound like everything else. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Lucky Dioxide, 
facebook.com/luckydioxide) 


LULLIES, LES: 

Don't Look Twice: 7" EP 

High octane rock’n’roll that sounds 
liked these French punkers are just 
battering their instruments into the 
groove. Little in the way of nuance, 
this howls, stomps, kicks ass, and 
doesn’t give a fuck about taking 
names. —Jimmy Alvarado (Slovenly, 
slovenly.com) 


LUMPY AND THE DUMPERS: 

Those Pickled Fuckers!: LP 

I believe this is the second proper 
Dumpers LP, but with all the tapes 
out there, it’s hard for me to really 
keep up. Seven songs and each side 
is like six minutes-ish long, which 
begs the question: why not a 7”? 
Lumpy flexes his vocal range here, 
as compared to the first LP and the 
previous 7”s (he speaks, speak- 
sings, and uses his snotty, raw throat 
shout-sing). The keyboards were 
unexpected (you’d might think the 
keyboardist from Nots joined the 
band). The cover art is what you 
expect from a Lumpy release (gross, 
yet oddly compelling). The Dumpers’ 
sound isn’t quite hardcore, though it 
seems the hardcore kids have adopted 
them. The best way to categorize the 
Dumpers’ sound is to say the music 
sounds like how the artwork looks. — 
Sal Lucci (Lumpy, lumpythedumpers. 
bandcamp.com) 
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LUNCH: Plonge Dans Le Decor: LP 

As I’ve said before, it’s really 
difficult to review bands who sing in 
a language that I don’t understand, 
but here it goes! Lunch is three-piece 
from Marseille, France. If I were to 
boil it down to a brief description, 
they’ve got a lot of the Fat Wreck 
Chords sound. Songs start out on a 
quick skate punk beat, slow down 
for choruses filled with gang vocals, 
and many of them find room for a 
hardcore breakdown or shredding 
solo. Sometimes both! The bass 
parts are robust and warm, but never 
too heavy to carry the song. Their 
drummer is great at knowing just 
when to come into a build up beat, 
or when to let the cymbals ride out 
the end of a song. In between those 
moments he’s a powerhouse of hi- 
hat/snare toggling with killer tom 
fills. “Deux Rails” is a good example 
of how their guitarist fills space 
with short notes picked throughout 
the intro and end of the track. Each 
member shares singing duties, and 
as a band they find nice harmonies 
both between the three of them and 
all together. A lot of the songs dip 
into moments of hardcore shouting, 
bookended with gruff melodic vocals. 
I really like the balance they found as 
a band and think they can pull off a 
lot of different styles all in one song. 
Makes me wish I had a universal 
translator implanted in my brain so I 
could understand them. —Kayla Greet 
(Panda / We Are Sharks / Crapoulet / 
Bad Mood Asso) 


LUNGLUST: War at Home:7” EP 
Crusty, guttural vocal hardcore with 
downtuned guitars and a lotta the other 
indicators that’d make ‘em the toast 
of the Profane Existence crowd. Four 
dark tunes, and not a loser in the bunch. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Dead Tank) 


MAHARAJAS, THE: 

You Can't Beat Youth: LP 

Sweden’s Maharajas have their ‘60s 
sound locked in. Instead of relying on 
the now ubiquitous “Budget Rock” 
shit-fi aesthetic, they focus on rock- 
solid tunesmithing and a clean sound 
steeped in garage. Yet they retain a 
universal catchiness at the core and a 
willingness to stretch the sound out in 
different directions. Most important, 
they rock, which, at the end of the 
day, is all that matters. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Low Impact) 


MARICAS, LOS: 

Escupiendo Tulipanes: CD 

Ms. Yvonne Drazan hepped me to 
these cats, who hail from Bogota. 
Well ensconced within the “punk” 
pigeonhole, they nonetheless run riot 
from one of its corners to the next— 
hardcore one second, straight punk 
the next, a quick veer towards the 
horizon where alt-rock once bordered, 
then back for a full-bore hyper-thrash 
session. This musical hodge-podge 
works well for them here—surely 
keeping you on yer toes and ever- 
wondering what’s gonna come at you 
next—all of it delivered with creativity 
and quality. I’ve learned over the 


years to listen when Yvonne says to 
pay attention, and she’s right on the 
nose here again: these kids are badass. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Los Maricas, 
facebook.com/LosMaricas666) 


MARVELOUS MARK: Buzzin’: LP 
Marvelous Mark produces mighty 
fine melodic rock and Buzzin’ is an 
apt title for this long player which 
brings together two recent EPs and 
seven new demos. There’s a buzzing 
guitar sound from beginning to end. 
It radiates a warmth that permeates 
deep to my core and—along with 
the dreamy indie vocals—there’s 
no avoiding the beautifully relaxed 
vibe here. The new tracks soon fit in 
with the more familiar songs to bring 
together an album of fun tunes ready 
to thaw the frostiest of hearts. -Rich 
Cocksedge (Drunken Sailor) 


MEATWOUND: 

Trash Apparatus: 7” EP 
Sludgy-as-hell hardcore with the 
“noise” quotient ratcheted so far up 
at points that things start to border 


on industrial soundscapes. Heavy, 
withering, tinnitus-inducing, great. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Dead Tank, 
deadtankrecords.com) 


MIDWIVES: No: LP 

Milwaukee punks offer up blistering 
‘80s Dischord hardcore. But it’s not 
all from the Minor Threat vein. There 
is a serious psych jam-out ending side 
A, which was an unexpected turn. It’s 
definitely a clean recording, but still 


reeks of DIY dirty nails grit. Only one 
hundred pressed and I have #57. This 
one stays in my permanent collection. 
—Camylle Reynolds (Self-released, 
mdwvs.bandcamp) 


MORON’S MORONS: Self-titled: 7” EP 
Shit-fi garage rock. Buried 
underneath the sound is the potential 
for some great tunes, but the trebly 
mess that is the production renders 
this all but unlistenable. Yeah, I know 
that’s kinda the point, but sometimes 
conceit kills the impact. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Self-released) 


MR. GODSON: 

Will Be the Last One to Survive:7" 
All this 7” does for me is reinforce my 
belief that it is near impossible for the 
French to make good music—Serge 
Gainsbourg is an aberration. Anyhow, 
Mr. Godson sounds like a shitty take on 
early AFI, who themselves sounded like 
a bad take of Superchunk’s “Precision 
Auto.” —Vincent (mrgodson.org) 


MUDSEX: Remedial Vacation Bible 
School Gang Bang: CD 

Mudsex is an awesome Chattanooga 
band featuring Josh Mayfield from 
recent lineups of Hellstomper. This sort 
of material is polarizing because different 
sensibilities react differently to what 
some of us enjoy as satire. Musically, 
they’re fast and fierce, with distorted 
vocals and tons of catchy hooks. In its 
heyday, the Confederacy of Scum could 
have used a faster, more hardcore band 
like Mudsex in the mix. Releases like 
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this are rare in the current millennium, 
which is a shame. I am excited to hear 
what they come up with in the future, as 
their first releases are beyond impressive. 


—Art Ettinger (WereOpossum) 


MUDSEX: Self-titled: 7” 

This fun four-song debut from 
Chattanooga’s Mudsex isn’t for 
everyone, but it’s definitely for me. 
Deliciously lo-fi, this record is an 
awesome, quick blast of gritty punk 
for people into both fast music and 
crude humor. Their subsequent full- 
length CD is even stronger, but the 
vinyl here sounds incredible. The 
humor on songs like “Sex Offender 
Blues” might be lost on folks who 
don’t understand the concept of social 
criticism through vituperation, but 
anti-speech types are rarely intelligent. 
—Art Ettinger (WereOpossum) 


MURDER FOR GIRLS: 

All the Pretty Stars: CD 

Crunchy, ‘90s-style guitar rock from 
Pittsburgh that really takes me back 
to my late teens... in a good way. The 
songs here seem to fit somewhere in 
between Kim Deal and Kim Gordon. 
It’s not just a nostalgia trip, though. 
This band is great! A little research 
online shows that they have a couple 
of previous records that I am going to 
have to check out. —Ty Stranglehold 
(Self-released) 


NASTI: Big Achievements: LP 
Total weirdo punk with hardcore 
undertones in the vein of Gag, Hoax, 


and Sex Vid. Opting for a more 
mid-paced thud rather than reckless 
speed, Nasti deliver the point across 
nice and clear with lurching drum 
beats and schizophrenic guitar riffs 
aided by the deft use of effect pedals 
for a rather—uh—nasty sound. Pus 
practically oozes out of the grooves 
of this record: this shit ain’t pretty so 
mind the smell and get into it. -Juan 
Espinosa (Iron Lung) 


NEO NEOS: 

The Hammer of Civilization: 7" 

This is a completely bonkers, 
fast four-song lo-fi garage punk 
record from London, Ontario. 
Simultaneously catchy and noisy, 
this is like a more spastic version 
of The Bananas. Obviously, that’s 
an endorsement. It’s Trash! is 
becoming one of my favorite labels, 
churning out new interesting releases 
constantly. —Art Ettinger (It’s Trash!, 
itstrashrecords.bandcamp.com) 


NO USE FOR A NAME: 

Justified Black Eye:7" 

Two demo songs, one from 1994 and 
the other from 1996, from this long- 
running and well-known punk band. 
“Justified Black Eye” is a demo of a 
song that was included on the Leche 
Con Carne LP, one of the early Fat 
Wreck Chords full length albums. The 
song is pretty fleshed out for a demo, 
but still very “rough” compared to 
the album version. The B side demo 
“Sidewalk” appeared on the Making 
Friends LP as well as a split 7” with 


the band Soda on the Sessions label 
in 1996. This version is similar to the 
album version, though the production 
and mastering are not nearly as huge 
sounding. —Mike Frame (Fat Wreck) 


NO WARNING: Torture Culture: LP 

After traversing the worlds of 
power pop, glam, bedroom projects, 
commercially successful punk, and 
god knows what else, Ben Cook 
returns full circle to the mosh 
royalty of No Warning. Torture 
Culture is as relentless as they 
come, a brutal onslaught of slam- 
worthy, tinnitus-inducing anthems 
that tackle maintaining one’s own 
mental health in this maddening 
society, while sounding like the aural 
accompaniment to a street brawl. It’s 
not all bludgeoning though; a heavy 
Type O Negative / Faith No More 
influence flows through out the album. 
While the early ‘90s vibe might not be 
for everyone, when that groove hits 
you, it just feels so right. Who made 
the most belligerent, knuckle-dragging 
masterpiece of 2017? I’m going with 
No Warning. Luv the Guv. —Daryl 
(Bad Actors, info@badactorsinc.com) 


NOISE ADDICT: 

10,000 Kids with Guitars: 2 x LP 

In the clip from Squirt TV—comedian 
Jake Fogelnest’s short-lived MTV talk 
show—where I first learned about 
Noise Addict, Fogelnest and the band 
shop for CDs in New York. Bassist 
Romy Hoffman and guitarist Dan 
Mapp rave about Smog and Cibo Matto 


respectively. Singer and guitarist Ben 
Lee sings Devo’s “Mongoloid” while 
tapping on drummer Saul Smith’s 
shoulders. They are all sixteen years 
old, maybe even younger. They’re 
babies. This is in 1996, and I’m in a 
small town in upstate New York, and 
I’m also sixteen. The world is suddenly 
filled with savants, on TV and on tour. 
The world is suddenly filled with 
possibilities. Or rather, it’s no longer 
out of the realm of possibility for a 
high school band to: have records out 
on the Ecstatic Peace and Grand Royal 
labels; open for Fugazi; be smart/savvy 
enough to know that if you’re going to 
model yourself after anyone, it should 
be Jonathan Richman (it took me years 
to figure this out). This is a long way of 
saying I have a personal and nostalgic 
stake in Noise Addict’s collection, 
more than I thought I did, and the 
effect of hearing these songs again has 
been weirdly exhilarating. I recognize 
not everyone had my very important 
teenage experience, and maybe what 
you want is something not ‘90s, not 
vaguely K Records-ish or hip NY alt 
rock, not the range of truly adolescent 
feelings as they can be presented 
through guitars. But if there is some part 
of you that still thinks you could get out 
of this place if you start a band, that cool 
things are around the corner, that your 
dumb anguish has some legitimacy, 
that a “Let’s Lynch the Landlord” cover 
makes possibly more sense when you 
still live at home, this is very much also 
for you. —Matt Werts (Numero Group, 
numerogroup.com) 
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CHECK OUT: 


NOSFERATU: 

The A Compound Sessions: CS 
Undeniably primal and raw hardcore 
punk from Austin, Texas. These guys 
waste no time in cutting to the chase: 
six tracks in five minutes with not a 
single song over a minute and half. 
Taking all the right cues from elder 
statesmen Koro, the Fix, and Italian 
speed freaks Indegisti, Nosferatu 
are raising the stakes in the modern 
hardcore scene and are already being 
praised as one—if not the—best in the 
game right now due to their wild live 
shows. Don’t waste any more time. 
Find this now! —Juan Espinosa (B. L. 
A. P., no address listed) 


OIL BOOM: Terribility: CD 

I was super-duper impressed with 
Oil Boom’s last album, Red Metal, 
when it was released in 2014. It was 
a hodgepodge of various styles (dance 
punk, Motown groove, power pop) 
that worked well together. It is one 
of the best albums I’ve ever received 
to review for Razorcake, and given 
I’ve been writing for the zine since 
2005, that’s saying something. The 
Dallas band’s follow-up, the ten- 
song Zerribility, is along those same 
lines, musically. It’s got wonderful 
grooves and still retains a power pop 
feel. What impresses me most are the 
tunes like “Last Call for Milkshakes” 
and “Horseclothes,” which are total 
burners. Their tempo is quick and 
hits hard, yet still retains catchy 
hooks. They’re songs you know right 
away are winners—no question. The 


hardcore punk rocker in me could 
listen to an entire album of songs 
like this. That’s not to say the rest of 
the album falls short. The sound has 
a good dance vibe, especially on the 
‘70s funk of “By Degrees.” The entire 
thirty-four minutes is hook after hook, 
couched in various genres or hybrids 
of them, with each hitting hard. Fans 
of power pop, dance punk, and the 
occasional greasy southern rock tune 
will find Terribility to be a winner. 
~Kurt Morris (Dreamy Life) 


ONE BEGGAR SUN: Self-titled: CD 
There was a strong ‘90s alternative 
vibe throughout this whole album that 
I really enjoyed. At times spastic and 
aggressive, and at others a bit more 
subdued, One Beggar Sun has a lot 
going on to appreciate. Add Melysa 
Baucom’s energetic singing and 
backing vocals from guitarist Randy 
Innis into the mix, and the result will 
leave you questioning what decade 
this is, but loving every moment of 
it. -Paul J. Comeau (Self-released, 
onebeggarsun@gmail.com) 


ONE BEGGAR SUN: Self-titled: LP 

I believe this to be a vinyl reissue of 
the band’s 2014 debut that still stands 
strong today. Frontwoman Melysa 
Baucom manages to spit out angry 
missives and softer, more nuanced 
stylings in such a _ convincing 
manner that the rest of the band 
has to work double time to keep 
up, which brings a fire to the whole 
record. Unexpectedly recommended. 


—Garrett Barnwell (Self-released, 
onebeggarsun@gmail.com) 


OPEN CITY: Self-titled: LP 

Dark, aggressive, and musically 
accomplished, this is the debut album 
from Open City, a band with some 
pedigree in their ranks. Members of 
Paint It Black and Ceremony provide 
the walls of guitar and bass that 
Worriers guitarist Rachel Rubino sings 
and screams her exasperations and 
frustrations over the top of and across 
the spaces in between. This record 
feels much more like an urgent new 
band than a side project, but with the 
accomplished songwriting and musical 
chops of a veteran band. Touching on 
the aforementioned groups’ musical 
ground and a feel that at times is 
reminiscent of Modern Life Is War, 
Open City’s debut LP is absolutely 
worth your attention. -Chad Williams 
(Self-released, theeopencity.com) 


ORIGINAL PRANKSTA: 

Off the Hook: LP 

This record is hilarious! It’s all prank 
phone calls and it starts off with a 
black guy calling a want ad for a 
black metal band. Fans of laughing 
should get this record. These guys 
kill it. —Ryan Nichols (Almost Ready, 
almostreadyrecords@live.com) 


PARANOID: Praise No Deity: 7" 

A three-song barrage of Scandinavian- 
influenced d-beat and why not? After 
all, Paranoid is from Sweden despite 
their name, song titles, and lyrics all 


being translated to Japanese. “Mirai 
Sensou” is a mid-paced apocalyptic 
stomper while “Chissoku” churns out a 
traditional Hear Nothing, See Nothing, 
Say Nothing era Discharge-style 
banger before being interrupted by 
“Gyakusatsu Gambou,” the closer that 
invokes the wrath of fellow Swedish 
gods Totalitar. There you have it, the 
d-beat trinity for success: the stomper, 
the banger, and the closer. What more 
do you need? —Juan Espinosa (Konton 
Crasher / The Sign) 


PERMANENT MAKEUP: Scrape: LP 
Off-kilter, rhythmic noisemongering, 
maybe a wee bit pretentious in spots, 
but never so much that eyes end up 
rolling. Sure, it’s not likely to enjoy 
wide appeal, but there’s nonetheless 
something buried in their delivery that 
lends a level of accessibility and keeps 
it all from turning into a skronky circle 
jerk. —Jimmy Alvarado (Dead Tank, 
deadtankrecords.com) 


POIZON: Church Is Poizon: LP 

This album is a less inspired take 
on The Fall’s ‘83 Peel Sessions, but 
with a slightly more ruckus, garage 
sound. In my opinion though, the 
harder edge gives it more of a 
stagger then a swagger. —Camylle 
Reynolds (Twistworthy) 


POTIONS, THE: 

Seven Black Shapes: LP 

This record starts out with some 
junkyard sounds that you might 
hear on a Tom Waits record. Then 
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it goes right in to some swampy 
gospel boogie with plenty of ripping 
harmonica accompaniment. There’s a 
very New Orleans feel to the songs, 
like they were recorded on a creaky 
old wooden floor that’s waterlogged 
with years of spilt bourbon. —Ryan 
Nichols (Lo And Behold!) 


PRAYER BREAKFAST: 

Business as Usual: CDEP 

Prayer Breakfast was a Bloomington, 
Ind., supergroup comprised of 
members of Memory Map, Mt. 
Gigantic, Vollmar, Sleeping Bag, 
and Mike Adams At His Honest 
Weight. This EP was recorded in 
2012 but released in 2017. It’s got a 
slacker vibe while not sounding like 
Pavement. Instead it’s uplifting, such 
as on “I Don’t Need That Anymore.” 
Singer Mike Dixon shares things he 
doesn’t need and then breaks into 
a warm refrain of, “I’m moving 
on / I’m feeling strong.” It’s the 
gentle, indie rock way of saying 
“Fuck you!” Other songs continue 
an indie emo sound from the 1990s 
displaying more attitude and spunk 
than their 2014 release Family 
Business, which was at times 
sadder and reflective. These four 
songs and fifteen minutes of music 
are hardly enough. I loved Family 
Business, but Business as Usual is 
even better. Get back together, guys! 
Record, tour, and take this thing 
full time! I’ll come to your Boston 
show! —Kurt Morris (Flannelgraph, 
Flannelgraphrecords.com) 


PROTECTED LEFT / THE SHORTLIFE: 
Split: CS 

First band hails from Oakland, the 
second from Kalamazoo. Each band 
does one original and then covers 
a song by the other band. The cover 
art is an unholy merging of a sheep, a 
wolf, and a vicar in a tutu. (That last 
one is a lie since no Smiths influence 
is present.) There is some ultra-slick 
shredding from both bands, so I guess 
the Protected Left wasn’t kidding when 
they listed Steve Vai as an influence 
in their bio. If you dig whammy 
bars, give this a whirl on your double 
cassette player. —Sean Koepenick 
(Self-released, — protectedleftband@ 
gmail.com) 


PROTO IDIOT: Leisure Opportunity: LP 
Primal, tribal punk that sounds like 
it was conceived and performed by 
Wire’s smartassed younger brothers. 
Nothing particularly revelatory here, 
but they sound like they’re having fun 
in an Art Brut (the band) sorta way, 
and it’s infectious. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Slovenly, slovenly.com) 


QUICKSAND: Interiors: LP 

This is Quicksand’s first album in 
twenty-two years. I love the band’s 
debut, Slip, but am not quite as much 
of a fan of their second release, 
Manic Compression. Thus, I was 
curious about Jnteriors. What struck 
me first about many of the songs on 
the album is how they have strong 
grooves. It’s such a pleasure to hear 
loud bass that demands movement, 


especially when it locks in with the 
drums. Sergio Vega’s playing is 
great on “Feels like a Weight Has 
Been Lifted,” “Under the Screw,” 
and “Warm and Low.” I could listen 
to those songs again and again. I 
can hear some Deftones type sound 
in some of the music (which isn’t 
surprising considering Vega has 
been playing with them for a few 
years now), but this is still firmly in 
the post-hardcore camp. It’s more 
Fugazi mixed with Deftones than 
anything else. It’s unrealistic to 
expect Quicksand to sound exactly 
as they did twenty-two years ago, 
but this is a great forty minutes of 
music for both old and new fans. — 
Kurt Morris (Epitaph, epitaph.com) 


RADIATION RISKS: 

Headless Horseman: 7” Flexi 

Two short, fast, tight little blasts on 
this (remarkably decent sounding) 
flexi-disc. Clean guitars and eighth- 
note hi-hat goodness drive these two 
lyrically sick KBD-style gems. But 
I think the band describes their deal 
best: “Dummy punk for bizzaro idiots 
made by a bunch of mutant long 
hairs.” —Chad Williams (Feral Kid, 
feralkidrecords.bigcartel.com) 


RAMPANT DECAY: 

Belligerent Nation: CS 

Mid-2000s HC with a little more of a 
metal edge. The production is heavy and 
crisp, but I get the feeling that the band is 
more into grind and powerviolence than 
the bands they sound like (hey, maybe 


I’m way off here). I honestly don’t like 
this, but as a sixteen-year-old skinhead 
I probably would have been in the back 
of the room watching my friends go nuts 
to this while I waited for a band to cover 
Fear or something, so I’m sure there are 
still kids that are into this sound. If you 
wished bands on Bridge 9 just went a 
little harder ten years ago then this is up 
your alley. -Ian Wise (rampantdecay. 
bandcamp.com) 


REBEL SPIES: Rise: LP 

Star Wars reference aside, this is 
not space rock. Wait—all the song 
titles are pulled from the flicks! No 
big deal since this still rocks hard. 
Speedy riffs, slamming drums, and 
rollercoaster rhythms are in play 
here. “A Certain Point of View” and 
“See You in Hell” are my favorites of 
the batch. The packaging is top notch, 
color vinyl, and lyrics are included. 
As long as the next record doesn’t 
start using Jar Jar Binks quotes, 
we’re good. Give this a shot and you 
will be rewarded. —-Sean Koepenick 
(Underground Communiqué) 


RETARDED RATS, THE: 

! Hate Chocolate: Flexi 7” EP 

This is a two-song flexi disc of surf 
songs from the tradition of “psycho.” 
“The Head and the Axe” is more 
cacophonic, with loads of dropped- 
guitar echoing, while the second 
song, “Survival,” is a little more 
structured, over-reverbed surf fare. 
Psycho-surf is a tough genre ‘cause 
you’re gonna have a split with your 
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traditionalists, and the Lux and Ivy 
crowd certainly must be saturated 
with this stuff by now. But the band 
has been around for a while, so it 
speaks to their dedication. And it’s 
well done. —Billups Allen (Killjoy) 


ROADSIDE BOMBS: 

Best of the Best:7" 

It’s hard to accept that it’s been eight 
years since MRR’s legendary Bruce 
Roehrs passed away. An anomaly in 
big zine culture—from his writing 
style, to his advocacy for subgenres 
that rarely get positive press— 
Roehrs meant so much to so many. 
This 7” picture disc pays tribute 
to Roehrs on the song “Best of the 
Best” and also includes another 
track, “45.” Both songs are from the 
band’s latest LP, Rise Up! Roadside 
Bombs formed in Sonoma in 2005, 
playing tons of shows and releasing 
piles of records since then. With their 
deceptively mid-tempo, seemingly 
imitative formula, Roadside Bombs 
have a hypnotic, cool quality that 
I’ve always enjoyed. Bruce Roehrs 
would have loved this record, 
which is the ultimate standard to 
beat. —Art Ettinger (Pirates Press, 
piratespressrecords.com) 


ROADSIDE BOMBS: Rise Up: CD 
How many times have I done the 
whole book/cover thing? Jesus. 


You’d think I’d learn. I figured paint- 
by-numbers street punk. Nope. What 
we have here are some of the older 
statesmen of Noma Beach punk 


rock—the goddamn golden years 
of the Bodies, Randumbs, Burdens, 
Forgotten, and the like. I still dig 
back and think that the early TKO 
years (think late ‘90s) produced some 
of the best Bay Area punk of all time. 
This lot doesn’t stray too far from 
the path, but fuck, if it ain’t broke... 
Every song is a banger and I gotta 
give a nod to their homage to the 
late, great Bruce Roehrs. Nice touch, 
guys. Real nice. -Tim Brooks (Pirates 
Press, piratespressrecords.com) 


ROOM 101: One Man Band: 12” 

Hectic and nervy punk with mathy 
parts. A mad scientist could destroy 
their own lab to Room 101. This would 
fit in well on Vermiform Records back 
when, and reminds me of that old 
Unwound side project Worst Case 
Scenario. It’s not just a Shitty Beatles- 
esque clever name, Room 101’s a 
one-man band from New Orleans. 
Note that this 12” is a motherfucking 
art explosion with four-color screen- 
printed covers by Martin Sorrondeguy, 
artwork by Winston Smith (who did 
some Dead Kennedys art), and a DVD 
that plays while album the spins. Take 
a journey through this cool freak’s 
mind. —Chris Terry (roburtreynolds. 
bandcamp.com) 


SAMIAM: 

Whatever's Got You Down: CS 

What really needs to be highlighted 
about the legendary American band 
that hasn’t already been said? This 
is the tape version of their 2006 LP, 


previously on Hopeless Records 
during their comeback, now brought 
to you by Mike at Dead Broke on this 
format. Samiam had been broken up 
for a while before this monster came 
out, but have been essentially back at it 
ever since. “When We’re Together” is 
the hit. Did Foo Fighters steal some of 
their sound from these guys? Probably. 
Just my opinion. —Steve Adamyk 
(Dead Broke, deadbrokerecords.com) 


SCHMUTZIGER MENSCH: 

Self-titled: CS 

German for “Dirty Man” according 
to Google, Schmutziger Mensch play 
raw and fast hardcore punk with great 
riffs and solid songwriting. A lot of 
hardcore punk can get stale after 
repeated listens, but Schmutziger 
Mensch have so much going on that 
I found something new to appreciate 
with each play. The urge to want 
to scream along to the German 
lyrics will certainly grab you after 
repeated listens, even if you have 
no idea what they are singing about. 
With nine songs on this tape, and 
clocking in at about ten minutes, what 
Schmutziger Mensch lack in quantity, 
they more than make up for in quality 
many times over. —Paul J. Comeau 
(gafasdelrigorcassettes.blogspot.de, 
xschmutzigermenschx@gmail.com) 


SCORPIOS, THE: Scorpios Vol. 2:LP 

Man, it is a difficult situation to “fill” 
Tony Sly’s shoes, but I feel like Chris 
Cresswell really rose to the occasion 
here. It’s been six years since their 


last record and five years since the 
loss of Sly that a lot of people are 
still feeling. Scorpios are a four-piece 
project whose only real prerequisite is 
to have been born between October 
twenty-third and November twenty- 
first. As a Capricorn myself, we’re 
supposedly the most compatible as 
far as Zodiac signs go. And as far as 
music goes, we’re pretty simpatico as 
well. My one hang up is minor—I’ve 
just never been a huge fan of a heavy 
twang in vocals. So the Jon Snodgrass 
songs are not my favorites, though I 
agree that he’s a wonderful musician 
and songwriter. Joey Cape is an old, 
familiar voice thanks to years of prolific 
Lagwagon output, but you don’t 
always get to hear him slowed down 
and accompanied by a piano like this. 
(Though “The Doorman’s Final Call” 
helmed by the newcomer from The 
Flatliners is the track I keep coming 
back to. It’s beautifully intimate and 
a little haunting.) The arrangement on 
“Cops on St. Andrew’s” is somewhat 
jovial with a bright piano melody and 
soft drums just in the background. 
The final track, “Five Minute Walk” 
was written by Sly and is a sweet 
and touching song to go out on. It’s 
a record I’d recommend for moments 
of reflection and contemplation. If 
you ever need some thinking time to 
yourself, bring this along with you. 
—Kayla Greet (Fat / One Week) 


SEMINARS: Pricks Die Young: CS 
Seattle band that’s fifty percent 
Hot Snakes and fifty percent Guy 
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Picciotto Fugazi with approximately 
fifty percent of the energy. The lyrics 
are good (“I’m finally making peace 
with the boot standing on my neck 
because when things get heavy I’m 
getting drunk on the disconnect” is a 
favorite), but these jams need a kick 
in the rear. —Chris Terry (seminars. 
bandcamp.com) 


SEWER BUDDIES / WHOOPI STICKS: 
Split: CD 

It took me a while to figure out what’s 
going on here, but Sewer Buddies 
and Whoopi Sticks appear to be 
affiliate bands, with Sewer Buddies 
being geared ~towards children’s 
music, punk style. Goofy themes 
like “Gross Buffet,” and “Butt Sick.” 
Whoopi Sticks aren’t far off of the 
same trail, but have more Cramps 
/ punk rock’n’roll aspirations. I’m 
sure they’re the life of the party 
wherever they go. —Steve Adamyk 
(thesewerbuddies.bandcamp.com = // 
whoopisticks.bandcamp.com) 


SEX SNOBS: 

Emotional Stuffing: LP 

As advertised in the album’s title, 
Oklahoma City’s Sex Snobs deliver 
songs that cut straight to the bone 
in their ability to translate twenty- 
first century existential angst into 
independent punk rock gems. 
Sometimes the singer sounds as if 
he is up on his toes screaming into 
the microphone with every last 
atom of his being. At other times, 
he sounds like he is collapsed in the 


corner, the microphone forced into 
his hand, and his bandmates are 
moving his lips up and down with 
their hands, willing him to spend 
what little energy he has to finish 
the song. Lyrically, my favorite 
track here is “Problems with Math,” 
but there are nine out of nine decent 
songs on the record. The album 
is engineered by someone named 
Steve Albini. He’s done some 
other stuff. -Jon Mule (High Dive, 
highdivekc.com) 


SHOPLIFTERS: 

Forgiver: EP 

Shoplifters are a four-piece Serbian 
band that plays ‘90s-influenced pop 
punk songs. The dual guitar lines, 
harmonies, and catchy melodies 
remind me of bands like Face To Face 
and Millencolin. If that’s your jam, 
check out Shoplifters! —Jon Mule 
(Brassneck / Pop Kid, popkidrecords. 
blogspot.com / Waterslide, 
watersliderecords.net / White Russian, 
whiterussianrecords.nl / Bartolini, 
bartolinirecords.bandcamp.com) 


SIDE EYES, THE: 

So Sick: CD 

Right away there’s piercing guitar 
feedback and a slow build that 
culminates with sludgy riffs over 
pounding drums and shrieking vocals 
about shitty dates. Next is a fuzzed- 
out track about cat calls. Then a fast 
paced jam that is equal parts droney, 
head banger, and revved-up mosh 
pit. Any of these songs could easily 


fit right at home on a Hunx And His 
Punks or L7 record. Halfway through 
the album I’m already really into this 
L.A. four piece, so I look them up 
and all the members are in their early 
twenties. The level of songwriting 
and simple, catchy lyrics seems so 
advanced for a band this young. 
But not only are the bass and guitar 
players brothers, but the singer Astrid 
is the daughter of Jeff McDonald 
(Redd Kross) and Charlotte Caffey 
(The Go-Go’s). I mean, that’s some 
pretty serious punk pedigree right 
there, but there are plenty of bands 
that have killer credentials and not 
even half of the talent these guys do. 
I definitely hate to make comparisons 
to bands that are from the same 
geographic area and are female- 
fronted, but I’ll be god damned if 
there’s not remnants of X and Red 
Aunts in the mix here. Standout track 
for me is “Guy/Chick” where Astrid 
sings about being into dudes who feel 
just as good in a leather jacket as they 
do in a skirt. Both at the same time is 
even better! The chorus affirms this 
with the coupling: “I want a man who 
can rock my world / I want a man 
who can be a girl.” And I want a band 
who can be just like this one. —Kayla 
Greet (In The Red) 


SIDETRACKED: 
Impediment: CS 
Okay, look man, I’ve been listening 
to powerviolence for a lot of my life 
but I can’t think of another recording 
where the longest song is literally 


ten seconds long. I thought my tape 
player was broken. Honestly, most 
modern powerviolence should be 
like this—fifteen songs in like four 
minutes. All we’re doing at this 
point is trying to be Crossed Out, 
so we might as well just cut out any 
attempts to add our own flourishes 
onto something already perfect. 
This tape is over before you knew 
it started, and that’s what it’s all 
about. 10/10. Will listen to eight 
hundred times. —Ian Wise (To Live 
A Lie) 


SKULLTHUGGERY: 2: CD 

If you were to go through the 
archives of reviews on the Razorcake 
site, it would become evident that my 
loathing of Celtic-themed punk rock 
has been fairly heavily documented 
over the decades. Well, I can safely 
say that there is something out there 
that eclipses that hate a million times 
over. Pirate punk... Let that sink in 
for a second. Don’t get me wrong. 
I like me a good shtick band (hell, 
I put on a shitty Santa suit and belt 
out xmas punk songs every year), but 
this is ridiculous. Like, how many 
times can you re-write “Friggin’ in 
the Riggin’”? The answer, according 
to this disc, is seventeen times. 
Musically, it’s mid-tempo, sluggish 
“chugga-chugga” rock for the most 
part, but these brigands also delve 
deep into... wait for it... Celtic stuff. 
Yo-ho, Yo-ho... That’s it. I’m running 
for the plank. —Ty Stranglehold 
(Rowdy Farrago, destructors.co.uk) 
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SLOW: Against the Glass: LP 

It’s time for another Canadian punk 
rock history lesson. In this episode, 
we will discuss the Vancouver band 
that had the world in its hands, 
then disappeared. In the mid-‘80s, 
Slow were the Vancouver band 
everyone loved. Heavy and fast but 
with a serious rock’n’roll vibe, they 
managed to release a 7” and an LP 
before they made headlines as the 
“punk band that shut down the 1986’s 
World Exposition Fair’s independent 
music showcase in a bout of drunken 
punk rock nakedness.” Then they 
were gone. Until now. Recently, Slow 
reformed to play a handful of shows 
promoting this amazing reissue that 
includes all of their recorded output. 
Listening to it now, it is shocking how 
influential it has been on Canadian 
music for generations. From the 
newest local band rattling around 
in their basement, to the Tragically 
Hip (arguably the best Canadian 
mainstream band there was) and all 
points in between. Even American 
bands like Murder City Devils or even 
Green River (who opened for Slow on 
their last show in 1987) have a bit of 
the sound. This is one lost gem that is 
worth checking out. —-Ty Stranglehold 
(Artoffact, artoffact.com) 


SNFU: A Happy Number: 7" 

I would have never guessed that I 
was going to review a new SNFU 
single in 2017. This band has played 
a massive part in my life and I have 
seen them play more than any other 


band. Of course, I am not talking 
about that unfortunate LP they 
released a few years ago. Really, I 
don’t want to talk about it. Well, here 
we are with a new two-song slab 
being released by original guitarist/ 
songwriter Muc B. that features a 
couple of cleaned up demos from the 
2000ish era of the band. First off, I 
feel like people are going to be a little 
weirded out and maybe even put off. 
It isn’t the shredding skate punk that 
the band is most known for at all. 
These songs are hauntingly strange 
little ditties with keyboards and a 
drum machine... and I absolutely 
love them! They have a similar feel 
to some of the solo stuff that Chi was 
doing around the same time. I also 
think of the Gibby Haynes & His 
Problem album that came out around 
then. SNFU was a band that was 
always taking shit from their fans 
for branching off in different artistic 
directions, and I think that may happen 
again. Muc says he will be releasing 
another 7” as well, and I for one can’t 
wait. —Ty Stranglehold (Rake) 


SPEEDLIGHTS, THE: Night Driver: CD 
For a power pop band to truly impress 
me, they must do something to make 
themselves stand out and not merely 
exist as a patchwork copy of their 
influences. Sadly, on Night Driver 
The Speedlights fail to do anything 
that makes them stand out from the 
vaguely pleasant vibes of countless 
other bands in their genre. —Paul J. 
Comeau (Jigsaw) 


STARTER JACKETS: 

Preferred Stock:7" 

I am always immediately dubious of 
pop punk bands that start calling their 
new project “power pop.” They rarely 
seem to be able to keep the pop punk 
vibes out of it and the songs are nearly 
always too fast to be power pop. The 
whole affair often comes off like a 
‘90s one-hit-wonder alternative radio 
song that wasn’t quite “punk” twenty 
years ago. That is exactly the case 
with this band featuring Hospital Job 
and Copyrights members. The songs 
are all right but they are not even close 
to being power pop. Sounds more 
like the “alterna-punk” that appeared 
all over the place in the late ‘90s on 
soundtracks and in movie trailers. 
This record is fine and the songs are 
well written, but this is not the power 
pop I am looking for. -Mike Frame 
(It’s Alive) 


SUSHICORNER: Konichiwow: LP 

Sushicorner’s Konichiwow is 
mesmerizing. Once the needle dropped 
and the first measure of “Shadows” 
burst from my speakers, I became an 
instant devotee: twangy, fuzzed-out 
guitars that endlessly spiral; hypnotic, 
layered vocals; and propulsive, almost 
cultish rhythms. This isn’t a record 
for wimps—it left my brain feeling 
prickly. Sometimes reminiscent of 
the acid-touched angularity of Thee 
Oh Sees, Sushicorner drowns me 
in a flood of sound. All of this is 
achieved by an Italian duo: Pilleri and 
Orri. Konichiwow is twelve songs 


of strung-out noise surf. Imagine if 
the soundtrack to Beach Party was 
written by art rock-loving deviants. 
I'll ride that wave. —Sean Arenas 
(Alien Snatch!, aliensnatch.de) 


SUSPECT PARTS: Self-titled: LP 
Punk-inflected pop with enough 
subtle references to ‘60s jangle, and 
not-quite-as-subtle Beatle harmonies, 
to add enough nostalgia to be familiar 
but not so much that things devolve 
into cover band-land. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Taken By Surprise) 


SWEET GA BROWN: 

“| Broke Wahoo’s Leg” b/w 

“The Ballad of Terry Gordy:7" 
Awrestling-themed single from Sweet 
GA Brown, packaged in a sleeve 
designed to resemble an old wrestling 
event poster. Sweet GA Brown, from 
what I can tell, is a guy from Georgia 
in the scene who is obsessed with 
old-fashioned country music. His 
resulting tunes are punk-friendly 
tracks that those into classic country 
can get behind. Without a doubt, this 
is a cool novelty record. —Art Ettinger 
(WereOpossum) 


SWEET KNIVES: Self-titled: LP 

Catchy garage rock from Memphis, 
Tenn. fronted by Alicja Trout. 
Sweet Knives finds the remaining 
members of the Lost Sounds taking 
a more straightforward approach to 
songwriting. There are touches of some 
of the fuzziness and the keyboards 
found on a Lost Sounds record but 
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the song structure and singing shows 
a broader confidence. Goner and In 
The Red enthusiasts now have a new 
favorite band. —Ryan Nichols (Big 
Neck, bigneckrecords@usa.net) 


SWINGIN’ UTTERS: Drowning in the 
Sea, Rising with the Sun:2 X LP 

A thirty-three song retrospective 
double album from one of the San 
Francisco Bay Area’s longest running 
acts, the Swingin’ Utters. I initially 
bought the first Give ‘Em the Boot 
disc all those years ago for Rancid, 
Union 13, and others having not been 
familiar with the Utters at the time. 
“15th and T” was the song on that 
particular comp and that’s all it took to 
get me hooked on their brand of Sham 
69 and Cock Sparrer-influenced street 
punk. These two LPs compile some 
of the best songs from their career, 
including cuts from classic albums 
(A Juvenile Product of the Working 
Class, Streets of San Francisco, Five 
Lessons Learned) as well as their 
more current releases (Hat Full of 
Hollow, Poorly Formed). 1 couldn’t 
help but get a little nostalgic while 
listening to this disc as I’ve been an 
Utters fan for quite some time now. I 
spent many a night listening to their 
albums with friends, most of the time 
whilst drinking. The first-ever trek I 
took to San Francisco I got the song 
“London Drunk” stuck in my head 
the entire time. I’ve always been a 
fan but have also inevitably ignored 
some of their releases, naively 
thinking I’d heard enough. Cue the 


record scratch: songs like “End of the 
Weak” have convinced me that I have 
gaps to fill in my Utters collection. 
The band recently turned thirty (a 
seven year hiatus and several lineup 
changes would kill a lesser band) 
and we’re lucky enough to still have 
them, so let this retrospective serve as 
a constant reminder of their ongoing 
legacy. —Juan Espinosa (Fat) 


TEMPLARS, THE: Deus Vult: LP 

The Templars gradually became 
the most popular oi band on the 
planet, forming in the early 1990s, 
releasing a ton of records over the 
years, and playing shows all over 
the world. Oi detractors think that oi 
is a monotonous musical form, but 
The Templars have a distinct, lo-fi 
sound that is all their own. Further 
defying skinhead stereotypes, the 
core members are a physician and 
an academic. Despite usually being 
a three-piece or four-piece band at 
shows, they’ve traditionally been 
a two-piece when recording. On 
Deus Vult, though, they’re a four- 
piece, which distinguishes this new 
record from much of their recorded 
catalog. “Middle Road” is my 
favorite track, with a catchy chorus 
that can’t be beat. I also appreciate 
the fact that there’s a non-metal band 
obsessed with horror iconography. 
Not surprisingly, they’re especially 
into the Amando de Ossorio Knights 
Templar-themed films. Awesomely 
packaged on color vinyl with a 
version with a faux leather cover 





available for collectors, this LP isn’t 
all gloss. It sounds fantastic, too. 
While there have been 7”s and splits 
in between, Deus Vult is the first full- 
length from The Templars in over a 
decade. Highly recommended, and 
not only to fans of oi, The Templars 
are one of the best live bands in the 
history of punk. Their recordings 
are also essential. Deus Vult is easily 
one of my favorite records of 2017. 
It’s not to be missed, —Art Ettinger 
(Pirates Press) 


TFG: G.0.P. Gag on Penis: CD 

First, let’s talk artwork. The CD comes 
wrapped in a full-color centerfold, 
a demented cartoon fuckfest with 
Trump, dicks, jizz, blowjobs, and ass 
hair. Next, the music: most basic of 
Casio three-chord melodies, ironic 
monotone man speak overdubs, and 
hyper homo-sexualized everything- 
about-penis tongue—or rather—dick- 
in-cheek(s) lyrics. I’m not sure I can 
properly explain the context in which 
this comes from, nor do it justice, so 
in their own words: “We take all the 
things that conservatives fear about gay 
culture, and instead of downplaying 
them for societal approval, we 
amplify them beyond caricature. Then 
we shove them right up their ass.” 
—Camylle Reynolds (Third Input, 
input@TotallyFuckingGay.com) 


TIN FOIL: Self-titled: CD 

Detroit seems to always have their 
paws in the coolest shit. Listening to 
Tin Foil’s debut, you could almost 





THE STUPID DAIKINI Everything Is Fine LP 
Debut album finally on vinyl for the first time since its release in 2015 
The Stupid Daikini is a little thing, a tiny little sound, bursting with 
passion and heartbreak, and overflowing with love and sadness. 
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guess it’s where they reside based 
on the Stooges/MC5 hints all over 
it. But even those undertones are 
overshadowed by the sixties garage 
sound going on. Not exactly psych, 
but not far off either; call the Nuggets 
collections what you will. It’s a real 
classic rock-sounding record. The 
flow on this long player is outstanding 
and I keep coming back to it. Great 
stuff. -Steve Adamyk (Almost Ready, 
almostreadyrecords.com) 


TIN FOIL: Self-titled: LP 

This is everything that makes 
underground Detroit music rad. From 
the cover, to the loose garage feel, 
to the song themes. If you pass this 
record at your local record store, 
don’t hesitate to pick it up. The 
dice are fixed and you'll have an 
awesome addition to your collection. 
—-Ryan Nichols (Almost Ready, 
almostreadyrecords.com) 


TONGUE PARTY / USA NAILS: 

Split: 7” EP 

Tongue Party: noisy, skronk-core, 
largely mid-tempo but crammed 
with all sorts of rhythmic changes 
throughout both songs to keep ye 
on yer toes. USA Nails: Same basic 
game plan as their record-mates— 
a bit more tribal and moody in 
delivery but no less noisy. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Learning Curve) 


TORPEDO COFFINS: Self-titled: CDEP 
Tracy Skull has been on the scene 
a long time—Thee Undertakers, 


Moral Decay, Insulin Reaction, 
Knucklebone, Lydia Lunch, and 
Tracy & The Skulls, to name a few— 
and his new band of cohorts add 
some tunes that are a nice addition to 
his oeuvre. Here they mine many of 
the different sub-styles he’s touched 
on previously and dish up four tracks 
of dark, Americana-infused punk (or 
vice-versa) for your earholes. The 
proceedings are infused with the 
right mix of gloom and sly humor, 
the performances are solid, and 
the tunes are on-point throughout. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Torpedo Coffins, 
facebook.com/torpedocoffins) 


TOUT SUITE: Self-titled: 7” EP 

U.K. thrash that flails and stomps 
about nice ‘n’ vicious-like. It’s 
abrasive as fuck, but it also has an odd 
accessibility, which I guess means I’m 
thinking this’ll have a bit more staying 
power than a lot of hardcore tends to 
have. Impressive. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Pumpkin, pumpkinrecords.co.uk) 


TRUTH ASSASSIN: 

In the Shadow of Tyranny: CD 
Hardcore that occasionally feels 
like it’s coming out of late-‘80s Bay 
Area, the pervasive lyrical content 
about the current prick in power 
notwithstanding. The song structures 
are often creative—almost too much 
so with the rhythms coming close 
to falling apart—the lyrics topical, 
and a melodic undercurrent provides 
some hooks. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Truth Assassin) 


U-BOATS: Streets of Today: CD 

A long-lost second album—originally 
slated to be released in 1987—by a 
Killed By Death-level band finds its 
way out of the darkness of obscurity. 
Tunes stay mid-tempo throughout 
with a lot o’ rock on the delivery, 
which makes this a bit of a sonic 
anomaly considering it hails from 
right around the time the greater 
punk scene was largely split between 
hardcore bands and hardcore bands 
who wanted to be metal bands. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (U-Boats) 


UNSANE: Sterilize: CD/LP 

Unsane have been around for 
approximately thirty years and 
during that time I’ve heard of them 
but never paid attention to their 
career. Then fellow Razorcake 
writer, Michael T. Fournier, played 
a song off their latest album on one 
of his Razorcake podcasts and I was 
hooked. I got Sterilize and wasn’t 
let down one bit. I also wondered 
why it took me so many years to 
finally get into Unsane. While I 
can’t compare this album to any 
of the band’s previous releases, 
looking at the labels on which 
they’ve released music, Sterilize 
seems like a summation of the 
sounds associated with such labels: 
Amphetamine’ Reptile, Ipecac, 


and Relapse. The ten songs are 
aggressive, dirty, and slightly dark. 
Vocally, Chris Spencer reminds me 
of Mike Patton, but this is heavier 
than anything Patton would do. 


And any band that has a song titled 
“We’re Fucked” is right on with me. 
The combination of disturbing, edgy 
music and the disgruntled lyrics 
and vocals seem appropriate for the 
world in which we’re living. I find 
this is a good album to work out to 
or get myself pumped for something. 
Fans of aggressive music won’t 
be disappointed with this chunk of 
thirty-seven minutes of aggro-noise. 
—Kurt Morris (Southern Lord) 


UP FOR NOTHING: Swindled: LP 

This falls on the “feeling good, 
summer party record” side of punk 
with up-tempo anthemic punk 
songs, flawlessly executed vocal 
harmonies, catchy sing-a-long parts, 
and hooks galore. There’s a ‘90s 
East Coast feel, conjuring thoughts 
of bands like the Bouncing Souls, 
which is no coincidence seeing as 
Pete from the Bouncing Souls is 
all over this, having engineered, 
mixed, and making the artwork for 
the record. While it’s atypical in 
parts from a Fest band, it’s done 
well, and would likely be right up 
the alley of many of those who make 
the trek to Florida for Fest every 
year. —Mark Twistworthy (It’s Alive, 
itsaliverecords.com) 


VACANY: Empty Head: CS 

This is a strange one, kind of epic, 
gravely punk with some thrashy parts. 
Band comparisons are tough but that’s 
not a bad thing. Imagine the downright 
weirdness of bands like Scouts Honor 


or even early White Zombie somehow 
transitioning into math-y hardcore like 
Anodyne (but not quite so esoteric) or 
even anarcho punk. Gruff vocals and 
epic song structures that don’t feel 
as long as they are. This is the rare 
cassette tape that warrants repeated 
listens and gets better with each. 
It’s odd but not inaccessible, heavy 
without being presumptuous, and 
progressive without being pretentious. 
—Ian Wise (Dead Tank) 


VAMPYRE: Hot Ears: CD 

I cannot stop listening to this record. 
It is just some really great fucking 
hardcore. It’s got such a good groove 
but with some cutting dissonance, 
surprising tempo changes, and 
super heavy riffs. This is exactly 
the sort of thing I’ve come to expect 
from Austin: super urgent and tight 
but with a raw edge. There are parts 
on songs like “The Wretched” that 
remind me of the best parts of early 
Coalesce—the creatively developed 
conversation between the lead riffs, 
the drumming, and the bassline— 
that you wonder how they got 
this to fit together in their brains. 
Excellent vocals; right on the edge 
of strained. With really compelling, 
well-crafted songs like “Whispers 
from the Flue,” this is a record 
that I regularly sit and listen to, the 
same way people read a book. It’s 
the kind of record that you need to 
pay attention to and that is truly a 
joy to hear over and over. —Theresa 
W. (Self-released) 
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VAPIDS, THE: 

Suburban Reptiles: LP 

It’s hard to fathom this band has 
been kickin’ it for well over twenty 
years. (Well, like most groups, not 
the whole way through, but pretty 
damn close.) I’m fairly certain I 
purchased their Five Minute Major 
CD in, at least, 1995? Regardless, 
after a hiatus throughout much 
of 2010s, Jim and gang are back. 
Best part is, it’s exactly what 
you’d expect, on the nose. Full-on 
Ramones worship, but done so well 
these records never begin to lose 
luster for a second. Jim’s sounds 
and songwriting are so inherently 
his that constantly comparing them 
to the Ramones don’t do him or his 
band any justice. Not to mention, 
unlike so many other bands who 
attempt this genre, it isn’t whiny, nor 
recycled, nor full of generic guitar 
leads (re: this isn’t a pop punk band, 
per se). It’s simply great punk riffs 
one after another, perfectly paired 
with the right kind of vocals. It’s 
shocking this band (or this fresh 
batch of songs) doesn’t sound aged 
at all. —Steve Adamyk (Surfin’ Ki, 
surfinkirecords.bigcartel.com) 


VAPIDS, THE: 

The Point Remains the Same: LP 
Thank the lord someone is taking 
the care in re-releasing all of these 
long-lost Vapids records. This time 
around, we’ve got The Point Remains 
the Same from 2007, for the first time 
on vinyl. When the CD-only version 


of this album was originally released, 
the band packed up not long after, so 
it was never given much of chance. 
No matter, since there’s no time like 
the present. Great Ramones-style 
riffs back to back, in standard Vapids 
fashion (see Suburban Reptiles 
review). However, on The Point, 
the mood is a little tighter and more 
determined than on other records 
(although it follows suit with their 
records of this period in the 2000s— 
see Charm School Dropouts et al.). 
It’s great to hear songs like “Dead 
Letter Department” again after all 
these years. (I still have the CD, but 
hardly listen to the format anymore.) 
Surfin’ Ki is doing their good service 
to the world, as always. +Steve 
Adamyk (Surfin’ Ki, surfinkirecords. 
bigcartel.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Killed by Meth #2: 
Rust Belt Rockers: LP 

This is a much-welcomed second 
volume of overlooked bands from the 
Rust Belt of North America. I’ve lived 
in five major U.S. cities, all of which 
are located in the loosely designated 
Rust Belt. It’s true that it’s a greater 
challenge for Rust Belt groups to get 
noticed than it is for big coastal city 
bands, and when a curator is as with 
it as this label, these compilations are 
a major service. Better-known artists 
like Radiation Risks and Golden 
Trash are nestled between bands 
that even scene-immersed peeps 
won’t be familiar with. They’re an 
excellent way to find out about new 





garage acts without getting rusty, so 
hopefully the Rust Belt Rockers comps 
continue. —Art Ettinger (It’s Trash!, 
itstrashrecords.bandcamp.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Soda Punx 14:LP 

In 1993 Top Drawer Records released 
a compilation featuring Sicko, The 
Stand GT, The Fastbacks and ten 
other bands of the pop punk genre 
under the title Soda Punx /3. It’s now 
the turn of fourteen artists to jump 
on board the follow up, which brings 
together a bunch of Seattle groups to 
celebrate the city’s current crop of 
pop punkers. Some of the bands were 
already familiar to me, including 
Date Night With Brian—featuring 
Top Drawer top dog and former Sicko 
member, Ean Hernandez—Listen 
Lady, and Ramona so it was starting 
on a firm footing. From the get go it 
was all about the perky tuneage and 
I found myself getting nostalgic for 
the original compilation, something 
I haven’t listened to in a number of 
years. After a handful of listens, it 
was obvious that I had nine bands 
to start investigating further, none 
more so than The Drolls, another 
Sicko offshoot, and the architect of 
the glorious “Getting Old.” Another 
noteworthy inclusion is Burn Burn 
Burn, which offers up some frantic 
sloppy goodness in the form of 
“What Doing.” As a follow up, this 
doesn’t disappoint and has gone 
some way to reigniting my mid- 
twenties’ passion for all things pop 


ain 


A 
FROM 


punk. This album is also being used 
to raise awareness of the Seattle Pop 
Punk Festival being held in January 
2018, which will see Sicko returning 
to the stage, alongside some of the 
bands featured here. Someone please 
fly me to Seattle! —-Rich Cocksedge 
(Top Drawer, tdrecs.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

UVPR Sampler I: CD 

I am a sucker for samplers. Some 
of my favorite CDs of all time were 
samplers from small labels that I just 
listened to incessantly. This sampler 
does everything a good sampler should 
do—it’s got about two songs each 
from about eleven different bands, 
some in English and some in French. 
There’s some diversity of sound, 
but overall it’s all in a similar vein 
that gives you a sense of the label’s 
direction: straightforward, _classic- 
influenced punk anthems. There’s 
lots of “oh-oh’s” over gravelly vocals 
(like The Headliners’ “Too Young to 
Fall in Love’) or two great jams from 
The Daltonz who sound like Brendan 
Kelly singing for The Queers. In 
general, this stuff is a little too classic 
for me to listen to all the time, but I bet 
this would give someone who is into 
that a great peek into the scene that 
UVPR Vinyles is building. -Theresa 
W. (UVPR Vinyles, uvpr.fr) 


VOICE OF ADDICTION: 

The Lost Art of Empathy: CD 

Not every day one comes across a 
band that can simultaneously recall 
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both poppy, gruff-vocal “beard- 
punk” and Bad Religion, but here 
ye go. They make it work for ‘em, 
and their conviction is infectious. 
Then they throw in some ska and 
the spell is broken. Sigh. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Voice Of Addiction, 
voiceofaddiction.com) 


WAR BRIDES: Regrets: LP 

Dirgy noise rock deftly balancing 
art, hardcore, and skronk so that 
things are raucous yet not off- 
putting. —Jimmy Alvarado (Triple 
Eye Industries) 


WEEKEND DADS: 

September Downs: 12” 

It’s Alive strikes gold again! Hailing 
from the far Northeast, these cats 
deliver up seven songs of literate 
anthems that, barring my warped 
copy, would be played time and time 
again. Thick, melodic guitars abound 
and whoever writes a lyric that 
references a “Bro Hymn phase” is a 
poet of the highest order. Full-length, 
pretty please? —Garrett Barnwell (It’s 
Alive, itsaliverecords.com) 


WOOLLY BUSHMEN: 

Arduino: LP 

“Frenzied rock ‘n’ roll that sings 
to your soul!” claims the sticker on 
the outside of the shrink wrap, and 
whilst I’d be stunned to find out that 
anyone reading this magazine can 
actually discern any tangible frenzy 
on display herein, I will go so far 
as to state that this guitar/organ/ 


drums trio has delivered a largely 
enjoyable and well-executed trip 
into what someone might imagine 
someone else’s rec room might 
have sounded like fifty-five years 
ago, lack of frenzy be damned. The 
record has got too much studio gloss 
to sound like the Henchmen, lacks 
the soul of the Reigning Sound, and 
can’t even pull off the smirking 
swagger of the Fleshtones—but, 
that said, “Medicated” sounds like 
mid-sixties Paul Revere & The 
Raiders if half the band didn’t 
show up (and Paul wasn’t such an 
anti-drug nerd), “Blue Powder” 
sounds like what someone in REO 
Speedwagon might imagine the 
Mummies sounded like, and “Too 
Much Love” manages to fuse 
“Don’t Talk to Me” by GG Allin 
& The Jabbers to “Windy” by the 
Association, and, in my living room, 
that’s not without its own well- 
mannered charms. BEST SONG: 
“Too Much Love.” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Medicated.” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: Any 
song title with four words or less 
is capitalized normally, but the 
two song titles of six words only 
capitalize the first Word. You’re not 
impressing the Europeans one bit, 
Woolly Bushmen! —Rev. Norb (Pig 
Baby, pigbabyrecords.com) 


XILES, THE: 

No Comply: CD 

Let’s start off this review by noting 
that The Xiles have done a great 


job recreating the Dischord House 
cover shot. I’m not sure if it’s the 
actual house, but well done either 
way. Given the art and the looks 
of these guys, I predict a bunch 
of tough guy, metal guitar tone 
crud. Thankfully, it’s not the case. 
What we have is eight tunes if of 
classic street punk crossed with— 
no kidding—the Sex Pistols. The 
title track especially gives off this 
vibe. A solid debut. —Steve Adamyk 
(thexiles.bandcamp.com) 


YOTAM BEN HORIN: 
Self-titled: LP 
Pleasant and deeply felt, but 


ultimately drab acoustic songs from 
this member of Useless ID. I’m here 
for punks delving into ‘70s folk and/ 
or Elliott Smith, I like Joey Cape’s 
production, and I’m sure fans of 
Ben Horin’s previous work will find 
something here. I’d just rather sit this 
one out. —Matt Werts (One Week, 
oneweekrecords.com / Fat Wreck 
Chords, fatwreckchords.com) 


YOUR PEST BAND: 

Something Never Changes:7" 

Your Pest Band is easily one 
of—if not the most -prolific— 
Japanese punk band of recent 
memory. They always seem to 
have something new! This three- 
song single keeps up the good 
track record that they’re known 
for, with a hook-laden power pop 
jam on the A-side, and a garage 
punker and rootsy rocker on the 


flip. This is completely solid in 
every way, but what else would 
you expect from Your Pest Band? 
—Mark Twistworthy (Brassneck, 
brassneckrecords.bigcartel.com) 


ZATOPEKS: 

Ain't Nobody Left But Us: LP 
Musically corny and lyrically sharp 
pop punk from Britain. This is 
apparently an early-stage record, 
originally released in 2005. When they 
go for a ‘50s rock’n’roll greaser vibe 
they tend to fall flat, but their European 
travelogue/introspective diary entry 
songs (“Turkish Bread Chronicle,” 
“Some Town in Northern France”) are 
well-crafted and genuinely compelling. 
A love song about Sophie Scholl, a 
member of the White Rose anti-Nazi 
group, is a sweet gesture. I can’t get 
behind the cover art that makes them 
look like a fun-loving ‘90s ska band, 
though I also don’t want to hate on 
people who are clearly having their 
own version of a good time. —Matt 
Werts (Stardumb, stardumbrecords. 
com / It’s Alive, itsaliverecords.com) 
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DEEP FRIED #13, 

$1, 5%” x 8%”, copied, 24 pgs. 

Those fried, greasy, fast food-loving zinesters are back at it 
again with this new Halloween-themed issue! A favorite holiday to many, 
this issue features a lot of McDonalds spooky Happy Meal toys, the 
infamous Halloween buckets (also from french fry giant McDonald’s), 
and scary fast food tips. Apparently Arby’s will put bacon on your 
sandwich free of charge if you say, “trick or meat” on Halloween? Pretty 
gross, but I guess it saves you some cash on your greasy treat. This issue 
also features interviews with bands Trash Catties and No Men. Not fast 
food-related, but there’s a pretty funny review of Zima, if you’re looking 
to take a trip down memory lane of one of the grosser beers from back 
in the day. Tricia Ramos (Deep Fried, 2901 Yosemite Ave. S. St., Louis 
Park, MN 55416, videophobia222@hotmail.com) 


FLUORAZINE #2, free, 542” x 814”, 16 pgs. ~ 

The completely non-narrative nature of this zine took me a while to 
acclimatize to, but I finally did... at least a little bit. Most sections 
function like photocopied ADD meditations that may or may not stick 
with a specific subject across a page or two. Some of the thoughts 
and mental real estate in this zine were on the nature of the criminal 
justice system and the fleetingness of love. There is also a pretty 
straightforward section on protest singers in the middle. There was 
also a song transcription I felt pretty proud for figuring out when my 
brain finally started realizing all the random letters popping up in the 
middle of what I thought was a poem were actually chords. —Adrian 
Salas (Kristopher Storey, 26731-018 FMC, Lexington, KY, 40512) 


GENEVA13 #23, $?, 5%” x 8%”, copied, 60 pgs. 

Geneva]13 is a local zine of Geneva, New York. All pieces inside the 
publication are written by locals or interviews with locals. The theme of 
this issue is “transitions,” which captures the flux of the city; the changes 
that are occurring to it and the residents. There’s an essay written by a 
man experiencing his own emotional transitions, and a small history of 
three events that shaped Geneva and brought about big transitions. A 
school loses three teachers to retirement, and a newly elected official is 
the first African American to sit at Geneva’s City Council. A good zine 
if you’re interested in local pieces. -Tricia Ramos (Geneval3, PO Box 
13, Geneva, NY 14456, mail@geneval3.com) 


JAPAN JAUNT Vol. II, No. 1, $2, 84” x 11”, 8 pgs. 

This travel zine by Steve DeRose is a handy Cliff’s Notes on the minutiae 
of planning a fairly thrifty trip to Japan, specifically Tokyo and Yokohama. 
DeRose covers lot of basics such as recommending atlases, hostels, and 
a walk through on currency exchange recommendations. A section on 
figuring out the multiple train pass systems in Japan gets particularly 
detailed, but it sounds like it’s the type of system that doesn’t really make 
much sense until you get to work your way through it firsthand. There is 
also an interesting, but rather sparse, section on ramen. DeRose admits to 
not being the most knowledgeable about ramen culture, but it does feel 
like even here in Los Angeles it is becoming possible to develop at least 
a little expertise in the subject stateside with the expansion of Japanese- 
style ramen rapidly taking place (AKA the ramen in insanely rich broths, 
not the five for a dollar packages in every supermarket). I do have to say I 
was kind of surprised by the unexpected and lengthy guide about Japanese 
adult video buying strategies capping off the zine, but I guess everyone 





A current of fragile 
nostalgia runs 
through the notes 
and captions. 


—Indiana Laub | RESTLESS LEGS #13 


has their areas of expertise. —Adrian Salas (Steve DeRose, 4821 W. 
Fletcher St., Chicago, IL, 60641, japanjaunt3 .pudgym29@xoxy.net) 


MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #413, 

$4.99, 8%” x 11%”, newsprint, 104 pgs. 

I wonder what MRR ‘+ place is in the punk scene these days. Is it still the 
so-called “bible of punk” in the age of Vice, Cult Nation, and Pitchfork? 
L used to think that punk would crumble if MRR folded, but anymore it 
seems like the mag is a calcified relic looking to maintain its usefulness 
and fading influence on a scene that no longer is itself what it used to be. 
The layouts are uninspired, the columns are, well, the columns (someone 
is still complaining about Pork magazine, low hanging fruit), then there 
are the interviews with Fury, Los Impuestos (vapid dude talk), Nofu, 
Macho Boys, horror film makers Monika Estrella Negra and Michelle 
Garza Cervera, and the most interesting of the issue, Amy Starecheski, 
author of Ours to Lose: When Squatters Became Homeowners in New 
York City. -Matt Average (Maximum Rocknroll, PO Box 460760, SF, 
CA 94146-0760, maximumrocknroll.com) 


MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #414, 

$4.99, 8%” x 11”, newsprint, 104 pgs. 

This well-known maximum fun punk rock mag from the Bay Area hits 
their November issue with a big piece about the history of Alabama 
punk (part one of a series), and interviews with bands Padkarosda, 
Period Bomb, Unsanitary Napkin, Bad Example, Damad, Midnite 
Snaxxx (a personal favorite), and many more. Another rad issue, 
guys. —Tricia Ramos (Maximum Rocknroll, PO Box 460760, SF, CA 
94146, maximumrocknoll.com) 


RESIST #49, 1 stamp, 3%” x 414”, copied, 2 pgs. 

Pocket-sized perzine that delves into a potential mid-life crisis, but the 
whole piece seems like grasping at straws: riding bicycles that drifts into 
tedium about carrying beer back on his bicycle; a piece about raising 
chickens and getting their first egg. The whole zine is a short read, but 
nothing interesting enough that you will ever remember reading it later. 
—Matt Average (Mat Resist, PO Box 582345, MPLS, MN 55458) 


RESTLESS LEGS #13, $6 ppd., 8%” x 52”, matte color, 30 pgs. 
High-quality photography zine featuring mostly smiling portraits of 
the photographer’s cool-looking friends. Seriously, the print quality 
is so good in this thing that it feels like I could be flipping through an 
Urban Outfitters lifestyle catalogue or something, but for Tru Punx 
with patched-up jorts and fading stick-and-pokes. (Actually, that may 
still be applicable to Urban Outfitters catalogues, but this is definitely 
punker.) This was made during the author/photographer’s gradual 
transition from Portland to the Midwest, so there’s a current of fragile 
nostalgia that runs through the notes and captions accompanying the 
photos. For better or worse, this is probably the kind of zine that helps 
launch wide-eyed punk teens from the suburbs into their own romantic 
trainhopping, dumpstering, rattail-growing trajectories. Indiana Laub 
(Restless Legs, 2616 15" Ave. S., MPLS, MN 55407) 


SAN ANTONIO BOUND DEATH SENTENCE #1, 

$3, 5%” x 8%”, copied, 44 pgs. 

This zine is an exercise in procrastination in the best possible way—the 
author admits that at least one of the articles has been rewritten over 


and over, continually updated as the current political climate descended 
further and further into chaos. In the last pages, it’s revealed that this 
entire zine was nine years in the making, and the author nobly attempts to 
recreate some of the original articles from memory. In terms of content, 
it’s a grab-bag of topics: politics, skating, hometown ruminations, 
record and book reviews, a friend’s oral history of the time he went to 
a G.G. Allin show twenty-six years ago (a weirdly compelling read)... 
This zine offers both engaging accounts of skateboarding disasters and 
thoughtful analysis of Asian American history and identity. If that’s 
not enough to sell you on this, let me add that there is no shortage of 
meticulous footnotes—and endnotes! Multiple sections of endnotes in 
this document! For all of Kris’s endearingly self-deprecating style, this 
zine is smart and funny as hell. —Indiana Laub (San Antonio Bound 
Death Sentence, krisSATX123@gmail.com) 


SLINGSHOT #125, $2, tabloid, newsprint, 16 pgs. 


Long-running anarchist paper from out of Berkeley. I have been . 


reading this for about twenty-four years now, and it still looks the 
same, only now they have splashes of color in the layout. I’ve always 
appreciated how accessible Slingshot is. It never talks down to the 
reader, and you don’t need a doctorate in history or political science 


SUPER COOL AND STUFF #6, 512” x 82”, copied, 24 pgs. 

In Ricky Vigil’s comic zine, he leaves his home in Denver mostly 
to see Jawbreaker at Chicago’s Riot Fest, and issue six makes for a 
diary of that weekend. My favorite entries included the page devoted 
to wrestling shirts spotted at the festival, jokes about how Hot Water 
Music was “easy to romanticize” when they weren’t “around to 
make boring new albums,” and how he met a punk pig, which is no 
euphemism—Ricky comes face to snout with a real oinker, a pig- 
alama-ding dong. It’s probably the same hog we Chicagoans see 
dragged around by this attention-starved, grown-ass man who brings 
his pig everywhere: to the fried chicken bar, to our beloved hipster 
intersections, and now festivals, too, I guess. Poor punk pig. Or, 
lucky punk pig! Who can say? The zine ends with a section wherein 
Ricky, who suffers from baby bladder (like so many of us beer lovers), 
spends a good amount of Jawbreaker’s set in a Port-a-John. And in 
this way we learn that the old adage is true: it really is all about the 
journey. I haven’t gone to a festival in a while. Probably because I’m 
psychologically unfit to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with thousands of 
strangers. But reading about Riot Fest in comic form felt just right. If 
Ricky had a semi-regular comic column about this or that punk fest, 
I’d read it for sure. —Jim Joyce (rickyvigil.tumblr.com) 
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—Jim Joyce | SOUTH BELOIT JOURNAL 





. grateful afterward. 


ee ae a eee 


to get what they’re talking about. By the people and for the people, 
as it should be. This issue has pieces on the ANTIFA, an interesting 
piece on intoxication culture (which I will re-read after writing this 
review), climate change, and more. Worthy of your time and support. 
Send some extra cash for a bulk order to pass around to your friends 
and strangers on the street. -Matt Average (Slingshot, PO Box 3051, 
Berkeley, CA 94703, slingshotcollective@protonmail.com) 


SOUTH BELOIT JOURNAL, $6, 612” x 8”, 36 pgs. 

Fans of John Porcellino’s long-running comics zine, King Cat, will 
enjoy this offshoot that Uncivilized Books put out this year. It’s a 
comics journal that covers Porcellino’s winter and spring of 2010- 
2011, a time when Porcellino had just gotten out of his second 
matriage and had very little loot. As it was, he found himself with a 
lack of joy but an abundance of 2” x 6” pieces of scrap paper from 
a recent project. So he used them to keep a visual diary with more 
or less daily entries. Nothing wild happens, but if you’ve ever been 
really fucking depressed you know there’s some solace to reading 
about how someone else has dealt with it, and the South Beloit Journal 
has that reassuring quality. And It ain’t all tears. Yes, there are lots of 
edifying and grim “I spent the day in bed” entries, but there’s some 
warm stuff, too. Porcellino is great at reminding his readers about the 
simple pleasure that can come from taking a winter walk, getting rad 
books from the library, or catching up with old friends on the phone. 
I’ve never read any of his work without feeling a bit more grateful 
afterward. —Jim Joyce (king-cat.net) 


SUBTERRAIN #77, $8, 10” x 15”, full color, 64 pgs. 

This is the all-interview issue of this literary publication (regular issues 
consist of fiction, poetry, and essays), featuring talks with Douglas 
Copeland, Caroline Adderson, Dereke von Essen, Emily St. John Mandel, 
Linda McQuaig, Jen Sookfong Lee, Katherine Fawcett, and many others. 
If you fancy yourself a writer, and want to know how other authors think, 
then give this a read. -Matt Average (Subterrain, PO Box 3008 Main Post 
Office, Vancouver, BC V6B 3X5, Canada, subterrain.ca) 


TRUST #185, €3, 8x 11%”, 66 pgs. 

I’m at a loss of what to say about 7rust #185: it’s still a beautiful, 
crisp punk zine with distinctly gorgeous black and white photography, 
experimental fonts, and ninety-nine percent of its writing is in German. 
The English portion? That went to two zine reviews, one of which was a 
glowing report on Razorcake #98. Thanks, Trust! They even put out the 
word for Razorcake’s fundraising needs. Other notes? This issue also 
features reports on Nuclear Cult, Richtiger Punk, a special on Phoenix 
Punk, L7, and Hell & Back. If you can read German, then I’m sure 
you'd love this zine. I’ll mail you my copy. —Jim Joyce (trust-zine.de) 


WORMHOLE, A, #47 and #?, $?, 11”x 8%”, copied, 2 pgs. 

Not even sure what issue number this is for one of them. Two pieces 
of paper with a staple in the corner. The margins are all cut off. Gonna 
go out on a limb and say this Worm person really likes grind and death 
metal. #47 has one-sentence reviews of Queensryche, Cradle Of Filth, 
and Subterranean Fecal Root albums. Cut and paste layout. Typewritten, 
with handwritten stuff flying off the margins. Ads for local businesses. 
I’m wondering if the editor meant to include both of these issues 
together but stapled them separately? Who knows? Forty-seven is a lot 
of issues, but this seems to have been slapped together really quickly. 
—Keith Rosson (Worm, 2601 Old Rt. 14A, Penn Yan, NY 14527) 


YOU SHOULD HEAR THIS, 512” x 82”, copied, 4 pgs. 

Ricky Vigil of Super Cool and Stuff zine writes a one-off shorty comic 
about AFI’s All Hallows EP—it makes for a fun mini-celebration of 
that release. Fun facts from inside? AFI’s cover of “Halloween” is 
among the finest of Misfits covers, Offspring did an unnecessary 
cover of “Total Immortal” for a Jim Carrey movie, and “AFI Live 
on Robbs [sic] Metalwork 2000” will find you a gnarly old AFI 
performance from the era before Davey Havok dressed in white. If 
You Should Hear This is a series, I’d definitely read more issues. —Jim 


Joyce (rickyvigil.tumblr.com) 
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Brave Punk World: The International Rock Underground 
from Alerta Roja to Z-Off 
By James Greene, Jr., 426 pgs. 

There is no way to write a book like this and not bite off more 
than one can chew. Author James Greene, Jr. admirably handles the 
challenge though. Brave Punk World is essentially a survey of punk 
and punk-adjacent music from around the parts of the world that 
aren’t the United States and the U.K. The book zips through thirty- 
eight countries in about 360 pages, so this succeeds as a primer rather 


easily take up a whole volume or two by themselves. The Philippines 
punk scene has a remarkably rich punk history to dig into due the 
albums and compilations put together and left behind by homegrown 
DIY label Twisted Red Cross. On the opposite end of the spectrum, 
the chapter on Nepal revolves almost entirely around Sareena Rai 
and her bands Rai Ko Ris and Tank Girl. Zambia has a fascinating 
chapter on the homegrown phenomenon of Zamrock. Zamrock 
actually predates punk rock, and is more like the Zambian analogue 
of Brazil’s Tropicalia, in which garage and psychedelic rock are fused 
to more traditional local music. (One of the more glaring oversights 
in this book to me is no real mention of Tropicalia in the section on 
Brazil.) There are some other coverage gaps that stick out to me in 
the book, but overall this is a very immersive and fascinating read. I 
highly recommend reading the book with YouTube or Spotify nearby 
to sample some of the hundreds of fascinating bands featured within. 
—Adrian Salas (Rowman & Littlefield, 4501 Forbes Boulevard, Suite 
200, Lanham, MD 20706, rowman.com) 


Everything You've Ever Done 
By Amelia Marie Whalen, 306 pgs. 

The umbrella of punk rock is big enough to accommodate wildly 
disparate ideas and interpretations. This is part of its charm. This 
book fits: shows and music are vitals threads in author Amelia Marie 
Whelan’s debut, but the punk ethos extends beyond these surface- 
level traits. 

Whelan has an amazing relationship with her husband Dave 
Zagorski—they travel, they have adventures, they support each 
other’s endeavors. Dave plays music, records bands, and has a 
candle-making business. Amelia waits tables and camps and climbs. 

After a point, the relationship goes sour as Dave gets mean and 
detaches. Amelia is perplexed by this turn, but she’s in love, and 
tries to give Dave the benefit of the doubt. Eventually, self-care 
prevails and she divorces him—only to find, later, that Dave’s brain 
has degenerated due to adrenoleukodystropy, also known as ALD. 


Punk rock is all about not judging 
books by covers, and there I was 
forgetting the cardinal rule. 


than a comprehensive encyclopedia of all of the world’s punk. Think 
of it as George Hurchalla’s Going Underground but covering several 
million more square miles of scenes. 

The general pattern emerges of identifying and focusing on a 
handful of bands from the genesis of each country’s punk scene 
and unspooling out a bit from there, generally staying within the 
1970s and 1980s. As Greene explains in his intro, the arrival of the 
Sex Pistols and Never Mind the Bollocks proves to be a remarkably 
dependable metric for honing in on many countries’ punk ground 
zero. Bands like the Clash, the Stooges, and especially the Ramones 
also figure heavily in finding and inspiring international audiences. 
Sometimes the way culture mixes across borders leads to some 
interesting examples of lighting the punk spark. Raswann Zaza 
from more recent Syrian punk band M For Mazhott admitted he first 
came across punk in his country from the American Pie soundtrack. 
The book’s author also observes that Director Walter Hill’s 1979 
movie The Warriors seemed to be as nearly as big an influence on 
Mexican punks as the music making its way into the country. 

Not all countries’ punk histories are created equal. An overview of 
Sweden, Australia, or Canada’s late ‘70s and early ‘80s bands could 


—Michael T. Fournier | Everything You've Ever Done 


Whelan begins blogging her experiences, and their friends and family 
send Dave off with ‘the mother of all parties,’ a tribute to his life. 
Everything You've Ever Done is harrowing. It has to be, by dint 
of its subject matter: a relationship dissolves, a loved one degenerates 
and dies. Whalen is frank in her discussion: it sucks, it hurts. She’s deft 
with detail, both heartbreaking and hilarious. As Dave degenerates, 
he loses first his ability to speak, communicating largely through 
a series of pterodactyl-like shrieks, making the occasional spoken 
sentence taking on additional resonance. Inhibitions are lost, too, 
yielding uncomfortable, unclothed situations (no spoilers here). By 
juxtaposing pain and hilarity, Whelan’s narrative adds resonance. 
This isn’t the sort of book I would have read on my own— 
I’m usually turned off by discussions of spirituality, which are 
touchstones for both the process of Dave dying and Whelan trying 
to heal. But the subject here is discussed with disarming honesty, 
grounded not so much in orthodoxy as it is organic practicality, 
a love and connection of the outdoors, and a sense of a larger 
connection. I admit that the dragonfly on the cover was an initial 
turnoff, and that the book’s introductory passage seemed to nod 
towards a bumpy ride prose-wise, with its repetitions and needless 
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words. But, once I got through the intro, the prose became much 
smoother, as if the initial passage was written earlier than the rest 
of the book—a sample chapter, maybe? 

At any rate, I should have known better. Punk rock is all about 
not judging books by covers, and there I was forgetting the cardinal 
rule. Ultimately, Everything You’ve Ever Done pulled me into its 
rollercoaster trajectory. It’s a tale of loss and redemption, one that 
should be of interest to advocates of mental health, of healing, 
and of doing it yourself. —-Michael T. Fournier (Ambos Books, 
everythingyouveeverdone.com) 


I Wanna Be Well: How a Punk Found Peace and You Can Too 
By Miguel Chen with Rod Meade Sperry, 192 pgs. 

Fifteen years ago, I would’ve thought it ridiculous someone 
from a pop punk band would write a book about meditation 


and yoga. How could someone from the punk world ever know 


recommend this for both beginners and old hands interested in 
meditation and seeking self-betterment. —Kurt Morris (Wisdom 
Publications, 199 Elm St., Somerville, MA 02144) 


Mean 
By Myriam Gurba, 175 pgs. 

Myriam Gurba is a short-story writer—I made a note to pay 
attention to her work after reading her in Punk Planet—and she’s 
turned her economy of words to Mean, a memoir of growing up 
Latina and gay on California’s Central Coast, and also of violent 
crime. She fits a lot into 175 pages. 

The memoir opens with the rape-murder of an unnamed woman. 
After that chapter, Gurba doesn’t return focus to the victim for 
another hundred pages, instead writing about her own ongoing life. 

As a child dining with an Anglo neighbor, Gurba is served 
something called “Mexican casserole,” but instead of being 


If you feel as though everything 
sucks, and you want to make some 
changes in your life, I’d recommend 


checking out I Wanna Be Well. 


enough about meditation and yoga to write a book about it? My 
understanding of the subject was very narrow. However, after 
decade and a half of using such practices myself, I’ve thrown off 
that view. In fact, it made me happy to read Miguel Chen’s book, 
I Wanna Be Well. 

Chen, the bassist for Teenage Bottlerocket, writes (with the help 
of Rod Meade Sperry) a readable work about the basics of finding 
peace. in one’s existence. The book begins with Chen sharing a 
brief account of his life story and how he became open to learning 
about meditation and Buddhism. This came about through a couple 
of instances, including receiving the book Dharma Punx by Noah 
Levine. As someone who has also read and benefited from that book 
about mixing punk and Buddhism, it seems a logical place for Chen 
to begin his journey. 

I Wanna Be Well breaks down into twenty-six chapters, the 
majority of which follow a similar structure. Chen writes about an 
idea related to meditation or yoga. He then gives the reader something 
they can practice related to this idea. After that is a very short “tl; dr” 
(too long; didn’t read) that summarizes the practice in short detail. It 
makes reading each chapter very manageable. 

The practices start simple: focusing on your breath. From there 
he moves on to walking meditation. He also covers many other 
subjects including the five remembrances of the Buddha, something 
I repeat to myself at least once a day. Chen writes in a very down- 
to-earth style that isn’t too religious and maintains a good deal of 
humor. He’s quick to acknowledge that some of his ideas may sound 
far-fetched, but he walks the reader through the concepts in an easy- 
to-understand manner. 

If you feel as though everything sucks, and you want to make 
some changes in your life, I’d recommend checking out J Wanna Be 
Well. Meditation and yoga can do wonders in one’s life—they’ve 
changed me enough to respect someone from a pop punk band for 
the way he’s living his life and the work he’s done here. I’d highly 


—Kurt Morris 


engaged with the well-told story, all you can think is, You had 
to eat rude food—who gives a shit? Can we get back to the 
rape-murder? Even when a classmate molests Gurba, the dead 
woman’s absence is lamentably notable. You wonder whether the 
opening chapter was there solely to lend appropriated tragedy to 
Gurba’s memoir. 

But eventually you learn that Gurba and the victim have a 
connection. And so I’m going to encourage you to read Mean, but to 
skip the opening chapter, and go back to it when you reach the chapter 
where you learn about the connection. This is arguably a dick thing 
for a reviewer to write (though I liken it to skipping or re-ordering 
tracks on an album), but it’s either that or pan the book. And panning 
the book means people missing out on moments like the Mexican 
casserole, or like this: “One of our assignments was to make art in 
a non-art space. For this assignment, Tim wrapped a nearby spiral 
Staircase in pink and purple string. It became something for students 
to trip on while doing psychedelics.” 

Gurba admires meanness—even while highlighting the personal 
and cultural despair that it wreaks—and she wastes no rarefied time 
trying to reconcile any of that. Jim Woster (Coffee House Press, 
emilybooks.com) 


Not My Small Diary #19: Unexplained Events 

Edited by Delaine Derry Green, 104 pgs. 

This is an anthology of comics about mysterious occurrences and 
otherworldly encounters—unexplained events, one might say. Forty- 
three artists illustrate their real-life experiences with the supernatural 
or simply inexplicable, including ghostly run-ins, cryptid sightings, 
and crossings into the dreamworld. There’s a little of everything in 
this anthology, really. Some comics are just a frame or two depicting 
a peculiar moment, a memory just a little too unsettling to shrug 
off completely, while others are multi-page miniature ghost stories. 
The artists themselves are clearly divided between skeptics and true 
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Bouncy, angry tracks collide with the demonically woozy. Fans of 
Unwound, Shellac, Red Monkey, Polvo shall appreciate this FL band. 


MRTEX / KELUT split LP 


Modern, screamy, dark hardcore from both bands. 
Mrtex is ex-Jenny Piccolo / Yaphet Kotto, Kelut has members of Yusuke. 


MEATWOUND “TRASH APPARATUS" 7" 
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The Holy Mountain, Harsh 90s influences. industrial sonic landscape. 


VACANCY "EMPTY HEAD” TAPE 
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LUNGLUST "WAR AT HOME" 7" 
Pissed grinding hardcore from Boston. Unsettling 
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Rash / C.H.E.W split 7" 






HARD ENAMEL 
SOFT ENAMEL 
DIE-STRUCK 


STICKERS 
BUTTONS 
PATCHES 


HE SES: 





toby foster 
ee CM sweet hele) e) 


TENDER 


eka 


DEFENDER 


tender defender 
Eee 


personal best 
a edi eT) ne 


-yoyorecords.de 


chic on tour tm europe 





LASER NUMBERING 
CUSTOM BRANDING 
RETAIL-READY PACKAGING 


AND SO 


_MUCH MOREL 





A few images are genuinely 
horrifying (all I'm going to say is 


“masturbating kobold in the crawlspace”). 


believers, with pieces ranging in tone from cute and goofy to dead 
fucking serious. A few images are genuinely horrifying (all I’m going 
to say is “masturbating kobold in the crawlspace”). Definitely a cool 
way to check out the work of a whole lot of modern comic artists, 
and maybe a way to research the possibilities of realities beyond our 
comprehension, depending on your personal beliefs. —-Indiana Laub 
(Self-published, mysmallwebpage.com) 


Pinball Punks 
By Dave Anderson, 196 pgs. 

I gotta say, when I found this in my reviews I thought it was 
either that I was being pandered to, or someone had finally written 
the novel where my two biggest interests intersect. But there was a 
chance it could be bad and I’d get irrationally upset at both pinball 
and punk simultaneously. At the end of the read, I think it’s a strange 


~Indiana Laub | Not My Small Diary #19: Unexplained Events 


brew of all those possible outcomes, and I’m not totally sure where 
I landed when the dust settled. 

Right off the bat I was swept into a world of rock’n’roll, 
politics, class war, veganism, and DIY ethics. The elevator pitch 
of this story is such: the U.S. president (who prefers to be called 
Mr. Awesome) is asking for the American people to help him 
solve the state of economic crisis and will award $100,000 to 
the citizen with the most viable plan. In steps our protagonist 
Mikey (bassist of the punk band Piss Rats) who suggests pinball 
as the way to save the nation. Because of the recent recession, 
there are many vacant factories and warehouses where Mikey 
means to create jobs by turning them into pinball manufacturers. 
From there the public can vote with their dollars, er quarters. 
Half the money will go to supporting the pinball production, 
and the other to schools, libraries, sports arenas, or whichever 
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enterprise that positively affects society that they choose. Mr. 
Awesome and the band (who is mysteriously missing their singer 
Johnny) will go on tour, setting up rallies where the punks will 
demonstrate how pinball helps build tangible communities and 
gets people to look away from their phones long enough to make 
a human connection. 

But once they hit the road, this story goes off the rails. 
Anarchists attack one of the rallies, the Piss Rats get a weird 
metal injected into their fingers after a late night bender with Mr. 
Awesome, and at every event they notice people are stumbling 
around as if they’re wasted after playing pinball. Is there some 
government conspiracy afoot? Are they a part of some confusing 
cover up? Is the man in bed with big pharma? The punks decide 
to coerce the truth out of the Commander in Chief with various 
illicit drugs and strippers in Las Vegas. 

I’ll stop here lest I ruin the rest, though I will say that the 
Piss Rats really live up to their name by the end. Bat shit crazy 
plot lines aside, the book is extremely digestible and I finished 
it in less than a day. There are ever so many references to both 
punk bands and wildly popular pinball machines like Twilight 
Zone. Anderson even includes basic pinball history including its 
“prohibition” phase, and makes Mikey the fictional son of Roger 
Sharpe—aka the man who saved pinball. I love an inventive story, 
but some moments got too crude, and too far away from social 
economic politics solved by my favorite pastime. —Kayla Greet 
(Self-published, East Falling) 


They Can’t Kill Us Until They Kill Us 
By Hanif Abdurraqib, 285 pes. 

There’s no kind of writer I enjoy more than the kind Dorothy 
Parker described when she reviewed Harlan Ellison’s story 
collection Gentleman Junkie: “a good, honest, clean writer, putting 
down what he has seen and known, and no sensationalism about 


it.” That’s Hanif Abdurragib. (Though since he’s black and I’m 
white, I should point out that “clean” refers to the prose.) 

They Can‘ Kill Us Until They Kill Us is a collection of thirty- 
nine essays. Here’s a sampling of their titles: “Carly Rae Jepsen 
Loves You Back,” “I Wasn’t Brought Here, I Was Born: Surviving 
Punk Rock Long Enough to Find Afropunk,” “It Rained in Ohio 
on the Night Allen Iverson Hit Michael Jordan with a Crossover,” 
and “My First Police Stop.” 

If the titles remind you of Lester Bangs, that’s not coincidental. 
Abdurraqib is open about Bangs’ influence. He shares with 
Bangs long paragraphs and a hunger to understand as much of 
the world as he can before he dies. (Abdurraqib doesn’t make 
jokes, though.) 

He’s writing for everyone, and usually about music, but the 
question that runs through the book is, “As a black millennial, 
how do I live my life?” And a black millennial who’s fortunate 
enough to discover this book may be introduced to the music 
of Bruce Springsteen and Fleetwood Mac, both of whose music 
Abdurragib writes insightfully about. He lacks ideological 
deafness, and for example, points out how amazing Fleetwood 
Mac’s “The Chain” is; a song I’d taken for granted (and probably 
will again—it is Fleetwood Mac, after all). —Jim Woster (Two 
Dollar Radio, twodollarradio.com) 
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We currently find ourselves at a crossroads where quality 
independent publishing is more important than ever, yet 
distribution is at an all time low. 


- Here’s where we need people to come in. 


: Sponsor a space and cover the cost of us printing/ 
: shipping magazines to be given away for free. 


- A $150 donation will sponsor a space to 
- receive 25 copies of every issue for an entire 
year. This $150 donation is tax-deductible. 


If you would like to sponsor a space or get a bundle 
of 25 copies that you give out to whomever you 
wish, we’ll send them directly to you. But even if 
you don’t know of a space or getting 25 copies of 
an issue is too much for you to give away, we'll find 
it on our end, then tell you who we’re sending them 
to. If you know anyone who this might apply to—hit 
them up and promote Razorcake to them. 


Quickest way to pay: 
Paypal: payments @razorcake.org 
Check / Money Order: 


Consumer confidence is verging on consumer cockiness, yet 
independent zines and labels are shutting down left and right due 
to lack of support. 


Razorcake, PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 
Further questions: razorcake.org/contact 


We know there are people out there who would totally appreciate 
Razorcake but don’t know it exists. There are also spaces (such 
as: bars, community centers, music venues, record stores, book 
stores, breweries, roller derby, recording studios, punk houses, 
tattoo and pizza parlors, any independent enterprise) that would 
be interested in receiving copies to give out to their customers. 
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